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A NEW edition of Lamb, especially one that includes 
a selection only of the Essays of Elia, requires some 
justification for its appearance. To the student of 
English literature, however, an unambitious book 
which will take him over the main ground of Lamb’s 
hfe and writing at no great expense of time or labour, 
should be welcome by way of introduction, whether 
to such larger works on Lamb as Canon Ainger’s 
monumental edition, or to works on English Essajdsts 
generally. 

The modem student is confronted Avith a formid- 
able array of books if he would be accounted even 
tolerably well versed in our literature. A century 
ago men jogged along in comparatively leisurely 
fashion. The great length of old novels and comment- 
aries was paralleled only by the unlimited time that 
everyone seems to have enjoyed for their perusal. It 
is far otherwise in these days of pressme, the more 
so because the output of literature, like statutes, 
has gro%vn to colossal dimensions, making ever fresh 
demands on the time and energy of the new gener- 
ations. And the greater the demand on their industry 
the more urgent the need for the elimination of 
much that our forefathers wrote. Not all of it is as 
important as it was in the author's orvn time, though 
a knowledge of its trend and general nature may be 
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necessary to the student in following the historj^ of 
the devdopment of English literature. How much 
of Lamb’s work it is essential to read is, no doubt, 
a matter of opinion. But that the Essays of Elia 
or a fair proportion of them should be read admits 
of no argument. Lamb is such a past master in the 
Essajdsts’ Art, his catholicity of sentiment so appar- 
ent, his appeal to universals offers so fine a lesson 
in the secret of literature of perennial worth, and his 
diction and style are at once so baffling and graceful, 
that great as has been the volume of literature since 
his time, his niche in the Temple of Fame remains 
unassailed and unassailable. 

The Essaj’s sdected indude not only those which, 
tested by the recurrence of quotations from them in 
subsequent literature or in the journals or periodicals 
of our own time, seem the best known; but also 
those which exhibit in the most marked degree 
Lamb's verbal felicity and peculiar elegance of style. 
To the Essays are added two of the best, and perhaps 
most characteristic of his poems. In annotating the 
text, I have not given the identity of all the persons 
mentioned either by an initial or under assumed 
names. Many of these — contemporaries for the most 
part, such as colleagues of Lamb in India House — 
though interesting enough in their day as subjects 
of piquant comment by a wit, convey nothing to 
the modem reader. But adequate references will be 
found to all persons of literar5’^ or historical note 
mentioned in the Essa}^. Readers who may still 
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be curious to leam the real or supposed identity bf 
any others are referred to Lamb’s own Key. For the 
rest I have added such other notes as may be 0^ 
assistance in explaining allusions fanciful or othef- 
wise, quotations, references of an autobiographicfd 
nature, and other things the meaning of tvhich ma}' 
not be obvious. 

Follo%ving the text are a Biographical Sketch (Jf 
Lamb, and a critical Essaj' on his works. In these 
the illustration of statements or points of view by 
constant reference to the Essa}^' will, it is hopeci. 
accomplish my purpose, which is to portray the man 
in relation to his work, and review his work by odr 
Icnowledge of the man. 





THE SOUTH-SEA HOUSE 

Reader, in thy passage from the Bank — ^where thou 
hast been recehhng thy half-j'early dividends (sup- 
posing thou art a lean annuitant like myself) — ^to 
the Rower Pot, to secure a place for Dalston, or 
Shacklewell, or some other thy suburban retreat 
northerly, — didst thou never observe a melancholy 
looking, handsome, brick and stone edifice, to the 
left — where Threadneedle Street abuts upon Bishops- 
gate? I dare say thou hast often admired its magni- 
ficent portals ever gaping wide, and disclosing to 
view a grave court, \wth cloisters, and pillars, vvith 
few or no traces of goers-in or comers-out — a deso- 
lation something like Balclutha’s. 

This was once a house of trade, — a centre of busy 
interests. The throng of merchants was here — ^the 
quick pulse of gain — and here some forms of business 
are still kept up. though the soul be long since fled. 
Here are still to be seen statelj' porticos; imposing 
staircases; offices roomy as the state apartments in 
palaces — deserted, or thinly peopled with a few 

Ba!clu!ha. An ancient British town on the Clvde. " I 
have seen the walls of Balclutha." said Fingal, “ but thev 
are desolate." — Ossian. 
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straggling derks; the still more sacred interiors of 
court and committee rooms, with venerable faces 
of beadles, door-keepers — directors seated in form 
on solemn days (to prodaim a dead dividend) at' 
long worm-eaten tables, that have been mahogany, 
with tarnished gilt-leather coverings, supporting 
massy silver inkstands long since dry; — ^the oaken 
wainscots himg with pictures of deceased governors 
and sub-governors, of Queen Anne, and the two 
first monarchs of the Brunswick dynasty; — ^huge 
charts, which subsequent discoveries have anti- 
quated: — dusty maps of Mexico, dim as dreams, — 
and soundings of the Bay of Panama! — The long 
passages hung with buckets, appended, in idle row, 
to walls, whose substance might defy any, short of 
the last, conflagration: — ^with vast ranges of cellarage 
under all, where dollars and pieces of eight once 
lay, an "unsutmed heap," for Mammon to have 
solaced his solitary heart withal, — ^long since dissi- 
pated, or scattered into air at the blast of the 
breaking of that famous Bubble. 

Such is the South-Sea House. At least, such it 
was forty years ago, when I knew it, — a magnificent 
relic! MTiat alterations may have been made in it 
since, 1 have had no opportunities of verifying. Time, 

I take for granted, has not freshened it. No wind 
has resuscitated the face of the sleeping waters. A 

South'Sea House. Lamb entered the service of the South- 
Sea Company as a youth, obtaining the post in all prob- ' 
ability through the good offices of Samuel Salt {see Bio- 
graphical Sketch) , who was one of the Deputy -Governors. 
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thicker crust by this time stagnates upon it. The 
moths, that were then battening upon its obsolete 
ledgers and day-books, have rested from their de- 
predations, but other light generations have suc- 
ceeded, making fine fretwork among their single and 
double entries. Layers of dust have accumulated 
(a superfoitation of dirt!) upon the old layers, that 
seldom used to be disturbed, save by some curious 
finger, now and then, inquisitive to explore the mode 
of book-keeping in Queen Anne's reign; or, with 
less hallowed curiosity, seeking to unveil some of the 
mysteries of that tremendous hoax, whose extent 
the petty peculators of our day look back upon mth 
the same expression of incredulous admiration, and 
hopeless ambition of rivalry, as would become the 
puny face of modem conspiracy contemplating the 
Titan size of Vaux's superhuman plot. 

Peace to the manes of the Bubble! Silence and 

l^aux. Meaning Fawkes. Guy Fawkes was a Yorkshire- 
man, and the variants Guido, Gaydo, and Faux, Fauxe and 
Vaux were all suggested by the conspirator’s previous asso- 
ciation with the Spaniards. 

TAe Bubble. 

The South-Sea bubble now appears, 

t^Tiich caused some smiles, some countless tears. 

And set half Europe by the ears. — Dibdin. 

The best account of this celebrated event is in the History 
of England from the Peace of Utrecht to the Peace of Versailles, 
by Earl Stanhope (Viscount Mahon), a descendant of the 
first Earl Stanhope, First Lord of the Treasury, whom the 
crash brought to his grave in 1721. The scheme, which seems 
to have originated with one Blount, a plausible scrivener, was 
to buy up in the name of the South Se.a Company all the debts 
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destitution are upon thy walls, proud house, for a 
memorial ! 

Situated as thou art, in the verj' heart of stirring 
and living commerce, — amid the fret and fever of 
speculation — %vith the Bank, and the 'Change, and 
the India-house about thee, in the hey-day of present 
prosperity, \vith their important faces, as it were, 
insulting thee, their poor neighbour out of business — 
to the idle and merely contemplative, — to such as 
me, old house! there is a charm in thy quiet: — a 
cessation — a coolness from business — an indolence 
almost cloistral — which is delightful! With what 
reverence have I paced thy great bare rooms and 
courts at eventide! They spoke of the past: — ^the 
shade of some dead accountant, with visionary pen 
in ear, w’ould flit by me, stiff as in life. Living ac- 
counts and accountants puzzle me. I have no skill 
in figiuing. But thy great dead tomes, which scarce 
three degenerate clerks of the present day could lift 
from their enshrining shelves — ^^vith their old fantastic 
flourishes, and decorative rubric interlacings — ^their 
sums in triple columniations, set down with formal 

of the various mercantile companies, and thus, from being 
a creditor for a trifle of £10,000 000, to become the sole 
creditor of the State. The government, being unable to get 
sufficient supplies from Parliament, not only accepted the 
offer, but empowered the Company to rai^e the money 
wherewith to buy up the debts, by a grandiose scheme for 
trading to the South Seas. This, of course, was years before 
Lamb entered the sendee of the Company, which in his time 
did hardly any business and continued a moribund existence 
mainly for the purpose of getting interest on its capital. 
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superfluity of cyphers — ^with pious sentences at the 
beginning, wthout which our religious ancestors 
never ventured to open a book of business, or bill of 
lading — the costly vellum covers of some of them 
almost persuading us that we are got into some ieUer 
library , — are very agreeable and edifying spectacles. 
I can look upon these defunct dragons with com- 
placency. Thy heavy, odd-shaped ivory-handled 
penknives (our ancestors had everything on a larger 
scale than we have hearts for) are as good as any 
thing from Herculaneum. The pounce-boxes of our 
days have gone retrograde. 

The very clerks which I remember in the South- 
Sea House — I speak of forty years back — had an air 
very different from those in the public ofiflces that I 
have had to do with since. They partook of the 
genius of the place! 

They were mostly (for the establishment did not 
admit of superfluous salaries) bachelors. Generally 
(for they had not much to do) persons of a curious 
and speculative turn of mind. Old-fashioned, for a 
reason mentioned before. Humorists, for they were 
of all descriptions; and, not having been brought 
together in earlj'^ life (which has a tendency to 
assunilate the members of corporate bodies to each 
other), but, for the most part, placed in this house in 
ripe or middle age, they necessarily carried into it 
their separate habits and oddities, unqualified, if I 
may so speak, as into a common stock. Hence they 
formed. a sort of Noah’s ark. Odd fishes. A lay- 
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monastery. Domestic retainers in a great house, 
Icept more for show than use. Yet pleasant fellows, 
full of chat — and not a few among them had arrived 
at considerable proficiency on the German flute. 

The cashier at that time was one Evans, a Cambro- 
Briton. He had something of the choleric complexion 
of his countr3’men stamped on his visage, but was a 
worthy sensible man at bottom. He wore his hair, 
to the last, powdered and frizzed out, in the fashion 
which I remember to have seen in caricatures of 
what were termed, in my young days, Maccaronies. 
He was the last of that race of beaux. Melancholy 
as a gib-cat over his counter all the forenoon, I think 
I see him, making up his cash (as they call it) with 
tremulous fingers, as if he feared every one about 
him was a defaulter; in his hypochondrj' ready to 
imagine himself one; haimted, at least, with the idea 
of the possibility of his becoming one: his tristful 
visage clearing up a little over his roast neck of veal 
at Anderton’s at two (where his picture still hangs, 
taken a little before his’ death by desire of the master 
of the cofiee-house, which he had frequented for the 
last five-and-twenty yeais), but not attaining the 
meridian of its aiumation till evening brought on 
the hour of tea and visiting. The simultaneous sound 

Maccaronies. Fops of the middle eighteenth century, who 
having travelled, affected the dress and tastes, e.g. the eating 
of macaroni, of continental nations. Cf. 

To this strange spot, rakes, macaronics, cits. 

Come thronging to collect their scattered wits. 

Goldsmith. An Epilogue. 
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of his well-known rap at the door with the stroke of 
the dock announcing six, was a topic of never- 
failing mirth in the families which this dear old 
bachelor gladdened -with his presence. Then was his 
forte, his glorified hour! How would he chirp, and 
expand, over a muffin! How would he dilate into 
secret history! His countr3mian. Pennant himself, 
in particular, could not be more doquent than he 
in rdation to old and new London — the site of old 
theatres, churches, streets gone to decay — where 
Rosamond’s pond stood — ^the Mulberry Gardens — 
and the Conduit in Cheap — wth many a pleasant 
anecdote, derived from paternal tradition, of those 
grotesque figures which Hogarth has immortalised 
in his picture of Noon , — ^the worthy descendants of 
those heroic confessors, who, flying to this country, 
from the math of Louis the Fourteenth and his 
dragoons, kept alive the flame of pure rehgion in 
the sheltering obscurities of Hog Lane, and the 
vicinity of the Seven Dials! 

Deputy, imder Evans, was Thomas Tame. He had 
the air and stoop of a nobleman. You would have 
taken him for one, had you met him in one of the 
passages leading to Westminster Hall. By stoop, I 
mean that gentle bending of the body forwards, 
which, in great men, must be supposed to be the 
effect of an habitual condescending attention to the 
applications of their inferiors. While he held you in 
converse, you felt strained to the height in the 
colloquy. The conference over, you were at leisure 
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to smile at the comparative insignificance of the 
pretensions which had just awed you. His intellect 
was of the shallowest order. ‘ It did not reach to a 
saw or a proverb. His mind was in its original state 
of white paper. A sucking babe might have posed 
him. What was it then? Was he rich? Alas, no! 
Thomas Tame was very poor. Both he and his wife 
looked outrvardly gentlefolks, when I fear all was not 
well at aU times within. She had a neat meagre 
person, which it was evident she had not sinned in 
over-pampering; but in its veins was noble blood. 
She traced her descent, by some labyrinth of relation- 
ship, which I never thoroughly imderstood, — much 
less can explain with any heraldic certainty at this 
time of day, — ^to the illustrious but rmfortimate 
house of Derwentwater. This was the secret of 
Thomas’s stoop. This was the thought — the senti- 
ment — the bright solitary star of your lives , — ye 
mild and happy pair, — which cheered you in the 
night of intellect, and in the obscurity of your 
station! This was to you instead of riches, instead 
of rank, instead of glittering attainments; and it 
was worth them altogether. You insulted none rvith 
it; but, while you wore it as a piece of defensive 
armour only, no insult likewise could reach you 
through it. Dectis ei solamen. 

Of quite another stamp was the then accountant, 
John Tipp. He neither pretended to high blood, nor 
in good truth cared one fig about the matter. He 
“ thought an accountant the greatest character in 
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the -world, and himself the greatet accountant in it.*’ 
Yet John -was not Tvithout his hobby. The fiddle 
relieved his -vacant hours. He sang, certainly, TOth 
other notes than to the Orphean l5Te. He did, indeed, 
scream and srrape most abominably. His fine suite 
of official rooms in Threadneedle Street, which, 
without anj’thing very substantial appended to them, 
were enough to enlarge a man’s notions of himself 
that hved in them, (I know not who is the occupier 
of them now) resounded fortnightly to the notes of 
a concert of " sweet breasts,” as our ancestors would 
have called them, culled from club-rooms and 
orchestras — chorus singers — ^first and second -violon- 
cellos — double basses — and clarionets — who ate his 
cold mutton, and drank his punch, and praised his 
ear. He sate like Lord Midas among them. But at 
the desk Tipp was quite another sort of creature. 
Thence all ideas, that were purely ornamental, were 
bani'shed. You could not speak of auj-thing romantic 
without rebuke. Politics were excluded. A "news- 
paper was thought too refined and abstracted. - The 

Occupier. .According to a later note, Lamb mentions as 
the present tenant " Mr. Lamb, a gentleman who is happy in 
the possession of some choice pictures. . . . Mr. Lamb has the 
character of a right courteou-S and communicative collector.” 
He allude.s to his elder brother, John Lamb, of the South- 
Sea House, the " James Elia ” of the Essay My Relations. 

Midas. The Phrygian king -who -was umpire in the musical 
contest between Pan and Apollo. He decided in favour of 
Pan. whereupon .Apollo changed his ears into those of an ass. 

Kane O’Hara’s once popular farce, Midas (1764), in which 
the actor Shuter greatly distinguished himself, was based on 
this classic story. 
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whole duty of a man consisted in writing off dividend 
warrants. The striking of the annual balance in the 
company's books (which, perhaps, differed from the 
balance of last year in the sum of £25 rs. 6d.) occupied 
his days and nights for a month previous. Not that 
Tipp was blind to the deadness of things (as they call 
them in the city) in his beloved house, or did not sigh 
for a return of the old stirring days when South Sea 
hopes w'ere young — (he \vas indeed equal to the 
welding of any the most intricate accounts of the 
most flourishing company in these or those da}^): — 
but to a genuine accountant the difference of proceeds 
is as nothing. The fractional farthing is as dear to 
his heart as the thousands which stand before it. 
He is the true actor, who, whether his part be a 
prince or a peasant, must act it wth like intensity. 
With Tipp form was everything. His life was formd. 
His actions seemed ruled with a ruler. His pen was 
not less erring than his heart. He made the best 
executor in the w'orld : he was plagued wth incessant 
executorships accordingly, which excited his spleen 
and soothed his vanity in equal ratios. He w’ould 
swear (for Tipp swore) at the little orphans, whose 
rights he would guard with a tenacity like the grasp 
of the d3Tng hand, that commended their interests 
to his protection. With all this there was about him 
a sort of timidity — (his few enemies used to give it 
a worse name) — a something which in reverence to 
the dead, we will place, if you please, a little on this 
side of the heroic. Nature certainly had been pleased 
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to endow John Tipp with a sufficient measure of the 
principle of self-preservation. There is a 'cowardice 
which we do not despise, because it has nothing base 
or treacherous in its elements; it betraj^ itself, not 
you: it is mere temperament; the absence of the 
romantic and the enterprising; it sees a lion in the 
way, and vdU not, with Fortinbras, " greatly find 
quarrel in a straw,” when some supposed honour is 
at stake. Tipp never mounted the box of a stage- 
coach in his life; or leaned against the rails of a 
balcony; or walked upon the ridge of a parapet; 
or looked down a precipice; or let off a gun; or went 
upon a water-party; or would ^villingly let you go 
if he could have helped it: neither was it recorded 
of him, that for lucre, or for intimidation, he ever 
forsook friend or principle. 

Whom next shall we summon from the dusty dead, 
in whom common qualities become uncommon? 
Can I forget thee, Henry Man, the rvit, the polished 

Forlvibras, The Prince of Norway in Hamlet. 

Henry Man was the son of an eminent London builder, 
and at an early age aas placed under the tuition of the Rev. 
John, Lamb of Croydon (not of Charles Lamb’s family), 
where he was something of a youthful phenomenon. Many 
of his Essays appeared in the Trifier, and would probably 
have been better known but for their being privately cir- 
culated. One of his impromptus runs; 

For atory’s a whig. Sir, a tory’s a whig; 

And a whig makes a very good tory. 

Out of place they look little — ^when in, they look 
big 

And both tell the very same story. 

The two lords, the one who invented half a coat, and the 
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man of letters, the author, of the South-Sea House? 
who never entcredst thy ofnee in a morning or 
quilt edst it in mid-day (what didst thou in an ofTice?) 
without some quirk that left a sting! Thy gibes and 
thy jokes arc now extinct, or surdve but in two 
forgotten volumes, which I had tlse good fortune to 
rescue from a stall in Barbican, not three dat-s ago, 
and found thee terse, fresh, epigrammatic, as alive. 
Thy wit is a iiitlc gone by in these fastidious days — 
thy topics arc staled by the " new-born gauds " o! 
the time: — but great thou used to be in Public 
Ledgers, and in Chronicles, upon Diatham, and 
Shelburne, and Kockingham, and Howe, and Bur- 
gosme, and Clinton, and the war which ended in the 
tearing from Great Britain her rebellious colonies, — 
and Kcppel, and Wilkes, and Sawbridge. and Bull, 
and Dunning, and Pratt, and Richmond — and such 
small politics. 

A little less facetious, and a great deal more 
obstreperous, was fine rattling, rattle-headed Plumer. 
He was descended. — not in a richt line, reader (for 
his lineal pretensions, like his pe.'sonal, favoured a 

Other, hilf a diaser, mcaniag Spe:nccr and Sandwich, hax’e 
gone 6<r^ t<ypo<terity. His vcne.'c^liicb is light and 
often rises to considembte dignity, the pc^^n PM'hsyphy 
beginniag: 

Far from the crovrded courts of irinn?* 

The Sou ^vhencc b!ack ambition spring'^; 

^^'befe humbic tvorlh neglected sighs, ' 

And friendship's but a foe’s di'.igui<yr, 

has almost the ring of Goldsmith in it. 
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little of tlie' sinistCT bend) — from the Plumers of 
Hertfordshire. So tradition gave him out; and certain 
family features not a little sanctioned the opinion. 
Certainly old Walter Piumer (his reputed author) 
had been a rake in his daj-s, and visited much in 
Italy, and had seen the world. He was unde, bachelor- 
uncle, to the fine old whig still living, who has repre- 
sented the county in so many successive parliaments, 
and has a fine old mansion near Ware. Walter 
flourished in George the Second’s days, and was the 
same who was summoned before the House of Com- 
mons about a biisiness of franks, with the old Duchess 
of Marlborough. You may read of it in Johnson’s 
Lif& of Cave. Cave came off deverty in that biisiness. 
It is certain our Piumer did nothing to discountenance 
the rumour. He rather seemed pleased whenever 
it was, with all gentleness, insinuated. But, besides 
his family pretensions, Piumer was an engaging 
fellow, and sang gloriously. 

Not so sweetly sang Piumer as thou sangest, mild, 

childlike, pastoral JI ; a flute’s breathing less 

di-vindy whispering than thy Arcadian mdodies, 
when, in tones worthy of Arden, thou didst chant 
that song sung by ••^rniens to the banished Duke, 

ii'aliirr P/iimrr. It v.-as not Piumer but Cave the printer 
who was summoned before the Lower House for his zeal as 
Qerk of the Franks, in challenging Plumer’s franks. Lamb’s 
grandmother, Marj’ Field, was" housekeeper at the Plumers’ 
countrj' seat at Blakesware (the " Blakesmoor” of a later 
Essay) in Hertfordshire. 

•’-f . L. ^faynard. Chief Clerk of the Old .Annuities, 

hanged himself. 
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whicli proclaims the winter wind more lenient than 
for a man to be ungratcftil. Tliy sire was old 

surly JI , the unapproadiablc churchwarden of 

Bishopsgate. He knew not what he did, when he 
begat thee, like spring, gentle offspring of bluster- 
ing winter; — only unfortunate in thy ending, 
which should have been mild, conciliatory, swan- 
like. — 

Much remains to sing. Manj' fantastic shapes rise 
up, but they must l>c mine in private; — already I 
have fooled the reader to the top of his bent; — else 
could I omit that strange creature Woollct, who 
existed in trying the question, and bough! litigations^ 
— and still stranger, inimitable, solemn Hepworth, 
from whoso gravity’ Kewton might have deduced 
the law of gratitation. How profoundly would he 
nib a pen — with what deliberation would he wet a 
wafer! 

But it is time to dose — night’s wheels arc rattling 
fast over me — it is proper to have done with this 
solemn mockery. 

Reader, what if I have been playing with thee all 
this white — peradventure the very names, which I 
have summoned up before thee, are fantastic — 

Fantastic . , , Grace. This is an instance oi lamb’s 
reminiscent manner of quoting. The names here arc from 
Tatnir.g of the Shrew, Intlnction; 

As Stephen Sly and old John ICaps of Greece 
And Peter Turf nnd Henrj’ Pimjimell 
And twentj’ more such names and men as the.se 
Which never were. 
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insubstantial— like, Henry Pimpernel, ,and old John 

Naps of Greece: ' 

Be satisfied that something answering to them has 
had a being. Their importance is from the past. 


OXFORD IN THE VAC.\TION 

Casting a preparatory glance at the bottom of this 
article — as the warj* connoisseur in prints, with cursorj’^ 
eye (which, while it reads, seems as though it reads 
not), never fails to consult the quis sculpsit in the 
comer, before he pronounces some rare piece to be a 
Vivares, or a Woollet — methinks I hear you exclaim. 
Reader, who is Elia? 

Because in my last I tried to divert thee wth some 
half-forgotten humours of some old clerks defunct, 
in an old house of business, long since gone to deca3% 
doubtless you have already set me down in your mind 
as one of the self-same college — a votary of the desk 
— a notched and cropt scrivener — one that sucks 
his sustenance, as certain sick people are said to do, 
through a quill. 

John Naps. As a fact the names mentioned in the Essay 
were not fictitious, though their identitj' is occasionally 
slightly veiled. 

O^ord in the Vacation. It was Lamb’s unfortunate im- 
pediment in speech that prevented his going to the University, 
for it seems he -vvas at first intended for the Church. His 
yearning for the ancient seats of study is pathetically apparent 
in this Essay. He spent many holidaj-s at O.vford or Cam- 
bridge, generally however choosing the latter. 
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Well, I do agnize something of the sort. I confess 
that it is my humour, my fancy — in the forepart of 
the day, when the mind of your man of letters requires 
some relaxation — (and none better than such as at 
first sight seems most abhorrent from his beloved 
studies) — ^to while away some good hours of my time 
in the contemplation of indigos, cottons, raw silks, 
piece-goods, flowered or otherwise. In the first place 
* * * and then it sends you home with such increased 
appetite to your books ***** not to say, that 
your outside sheets, and waste wrappers of foolscap, 
do receive into them, most kindly and naturally, the 
impression of sonnets, epigrams, essays — so that the 
very parings of a counting-house are, in some sort, 
the settings up of an author. The enfranchised quill, 
that has plodded all the morning among the cart- 
rucks of figures and cyphers, frisks and curvets so 
at its ease over the flowery carpet-ground of a mid- 
night dissertation. — It feels its promotion. ***** 
So that you see, upon the whole, the literary dignity 
of Elia is very little, if at all, compromised in the 
condescension. 

Not that, in my anxious detail of the many com- 
modities incidental to the life of a public office, I 
would be thought blind to certain flaws, which a 
cunning carper might be able to pick in this Joseph’s 
vest. And here I must have leave, in the fulness of 
my soul, to regret the abolition, and doing-away-with 
altogether, of those consolatory interstices, and 
sprinklings of freedom, through the four seasons, — 
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the rei-letUr days, now become, to all intents and 
pxirposes, dead -letter days. There was Paul, and 
Stephen, and Barnabas — 

Andrew and John, men famous in old times 
— ^we were used to keep all their days holy, as long 
back as when I was at school at Christ’s. I remember 
their effigies, by the same token, in the old Basket 
Prayer Book. There hung Peter in his uneasy posture 
^holy Bartlemy in the troublesome act of flay- 
ing, after the famous Marsyas by Spagnoletti 1 

honoured them all, and could almost have wept the 
defalcation of Iscariot — ^so much did we love to keep 
holy memories sacred: — only methought I a little 
grudged at the coalition of the better Jude with Simon 
— clubbing (as it were) their sanctities together, to 
make up one poor '^gaudy-day between them — as 
an econamj' unworthij of the dispensation. 

These were bright visitations in a scholar’s and a 
clerk’s life — " far off their coming shone.” — I was 
as good as an almanac in those days. I could have 
told you such a saint’s-day falls out next week, or 
the week after. Peradventure the Epiphany, bj’’ some 
periodical infelicity, would, once in six years, merge 
in a Sabbath. Now am I little better than one of the 
profane. Let me not be thought to arraign the wisdom 

Andrew and John, etc. A line from Paradise Regained, 
ii. 7. No particular persons seem to be intended. 

Spagnoletti. Jusepo Ribera (1588-1656) commonly called 
Lo Spagnoletlo (little Spaniard). His mythological subjects 
are for the most part unpleasant, and he revelled in the 
horrible and forceful. 
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of my civil superiors, who have’ judged the further 
observation of these holy tides to be papistical, 
superstitious. Only in a custom of such long standing, 
methinks, if their Holinesses the Bishops had, in 

decency, been first sounded but I am wading out 

of my depths. I am not the man to decide the limits 

of civil and ecclesiastical authority 1 am plain 

Elia — no Selden, nor Archbishop Usher — though at 
present in the thick of their books, here in the heart 
ot learning, under the shadow of the mighty Bodley. 

I can here play the gentleman, enact the student. 
To such a one as myself, who has been defrauded in 
his young years of the sweet food of academic in- 
stitution, nowhere is so pleasant, to while away a 
few idle weeks at, as one or othir of the Universities. 
Their vacation, too, at this tinje of the year, falls in 
so pat with ours. Here I cin take my walks un- 
molested, and fancy myself of what degree or standing 
I please. I seem adrnitted ad cundem. I fetch up 
past opportunities. 1 can rise at the chapel-beU, and 
dream that it rings for me. In moods of humility I 
can be a Sizar, or a Serviton When the peacock 
vein rises, I strut a Gentleman Commoner. In graver 
moments, I proceed Master of Arts. Indeed I do not 

Archbishop Usher. 'James Usher, or Usshcr (1581-1656), 
Archbishop of Armagh. His chief work, Annales, a once 
famous chronology of the world from the creation to the time 
of Vespasian, has long been forgotten in the light of geological 
discoveries. 

Sizar. A poor scholar as contradistinguished from a 
pensioner. Sizars had to perform various menial offices. 
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think I am much unlike that respectable character. 
I have seen your dim-eyed vergers, and bed-makers 
in spectacles, drop a bow or curtS}', as I pass, wsely 
mistaking me for something of the sort. I go about 
in black, which favours the notion. Only in Christ 
Church reverend quadrangle I can be content to pass 
for nothing short of a Seraphic Doctor. 

The walks at these times are so much one’s own, — 
the tall trees of Christ’s, the groves of Magdalen! 
The halls deserted, and with open doors, inviting 
one to slip in unperceived, and pa}' a devoir to some 
Founder, or noble or royal Benefactress (that should 
have been ours) whose portrait seems to sniile upon 
their over-looked beadsman, and to adopt me for 
their oum. Then, to take a peep in by the way at 
the butteries, and sculleries, redolent of antique 
hospitality: the immense caves of kitchens, kitchen 
fire-places, cordial recesses; ovens whose first pies 
were baked four centuries ago ; and spits which have 
cooked for Chaucer! Not the meanest minister 
among the dishes but is hallowed to me through 
his imagination, and the Cook goes forth a Manciple. 

Antiquity! thou wondrous charm, what art thou? 
that, being nothing, art evert' thing! WTien thou 
isert, thou wert not antiquit}' — then thou wert 
nothing, but hadst a remoter antiquity, as thou 
calledst it, to look back to with blind veneration; 

Scrapr.ic Doctor. St. Bonaventura. who figures among 
the Saints in Dante’s Paradise. 

Christ's. Lamb ought to have written Christ Church. 
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in black, which favours the notion. Only in Christ 
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for nothing short of a Seraphic Doctor. 
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Seraphic Doctor. St. Bonaventura, ■who figures among 
the Saints in Dante's Paradise. 

Christ’s. Lamb ought to have -wTitten Christ Church. 
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thou thyself being to thj'self flat, jejune, modern ! 
WTiat ni 3 ^tery lurks in this retroversion? or what 
half Januses are we, that cannot look forward with 
the same idolatry •with which we for ever revert! the 
mighty future is as nothing, being every thing 1 the 
past is every thing, being nothing! 

What were thy dark ages? Surely the sun rose as 
brightly then as now, and man got him to his work 
in the morning. Why is it that we can never hear 
mention of them wthout an accompanying feeling, 
as though a palpable obscure had dimmed the face 
of things, and that our ancestors wandered to and 
fro groping! 

Above all thy rarities, old Oxenford, what do most 
arride and solace me, are thj' repositories of moul- 
dering learning, thy shelves 

NWiat a place to be in is an old library! It seems 
as though all the souls of all the -vmters that have 
bequeathed their labours to these Bodleians, were 
reposing heie, as in some dormitory, or middle state. 
I do not want to handle, to profane the leaves, their 
■winding-sheets. 1 could as soon dislodge a shade. 1 
seem to inhale learning, walking amid their foliage; 
and the odour of their old moth-scented coverings 
is fragrant as the first bloom of those sciential apples 
which grew amid the happy orchard. 

HatJ Januses, In the collected edition of the Essaj-s was 
added the note “ Januses of one face. — Sir Thomas Browne." 
The Heligio Medici of Thomas Browne was one of Lamb’s 
favourite books. Hence he is often subconsciously quoting 
him. 
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Still less have I curiosity to disturb the elder 
repose of MSS. Those vari{B lectiones so tempting to 
the more erudite palates, do but disturb and unsettle 
my faith. I am no Herculanean raker. The credit 
of the three witnesses might have slept unimpeached 
for me. I leave these curiosities to Porson, and to 
G. D. — ^whom, by the way, I found busy as a moth 
over some rotten archive, rummaged out of some 
seldom-explored press, in a nook at Oriel. With 
long poring, he is grown almost into a book. He 
stood as passive as one by the side of the old shelves. 
I longed to new-coat him in Russia, and assign him 
his place. He might have mustered for a tall Scapula. 

G. Z). George Dyer, whom we meet again as the hero of 
his absent-mindedness in the Essay Amicus Redivivus. 
Dyer was a bookseller’s hack, for whom Lamb had a great 
regard and affection. His best-known work was a History 
of Cambridge Univer.-ity, but he never seems to have pros- 
pered financially, and it is not improbable that his exces- 
sive “browsing” over books hastened his blindness. He 
is said to have been the son of a watchman at Wapping, 
and was fortunate in securing nomination from some char- 
itably disposed ladies to Christ’s Hospital. He had a con- 
siderable knowledge of books, acquired through working 
on indexes for publishers and visiting numerous libraries. 
He is represented in Crabb Robinson’s Diary (Dyer was 
tutor to the family of Robert Robinson) as a kindly, simple- 
hearted man, totally lacking in a sense of humour, and 
extremely slovenly in dress. These qualities, no doubt, 
excited much of Lamb’s ridicule. Dyer on reading this 
Essay remonstrated with Lamb, who in a letter full of kindly 
playfulness expresses his regrets for his “ error of judgment ” 
in describing the easily-recognisable eccentricities of " a 
character which, for integritj' and single-heartedness, he 
has long been accustomed to rank among the best patterns of 
his species.” 
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D. is asaduous ia his visits to these scats of 
learning. No inconsiderable jxjrtioa of his moderate 
fortune, I apprehend, is consumed in joume\'S 
between them and Clifiord's Inn — ^where, like a do%'e 
on the asp’s net. he has long taken up his uncon- 
sdous abode, amid an incongruous assembly of 
attomej-s, attomej-s’ clerks, apparitors, promoters, 
vermin of the law, among whom he sits, “ in calm 
and sinless peace.” The fanp of the law pierce him 
not — the uinds of litigation blow over his humble 
chambers — ^the hard sherifi’s officer moves his hat 
as he passes — legal nor illegal discourtesy touches 
him — none thinks of ofiering violence or injustice 
to him — ^you would as soon “strike an a^ract 
idea.” 

D. has been engaged, he tells me, through a course 
of laborious t'eais, in an investigatiDn into all curiom 
matter connected ^ith the two Universities; and 
has lately lit upon a MS. collection of charters, 

relative to C , bt' which he hopes to settle some 

disputed jwints — particiilarly that long controverst’ 
benveen them as to priority of foundation. The 
ardour viith which he engages in these liberal pur- 
suits, I am afraid, has not met -with all the encourage- 
ment it deserved, either here, or at C Your 

caputs and heads of colleges, care 1^ than any body 
else abcat these questions. — Contented to suck the 
milky fountains of their Alma Maters, without 
inqui r ing into the venerable gentlewomen’s years, 
they rather hold such curiosities to be impertinent 
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— ^unreverend. They have their good glebe lands in 
mami, and care not much to rake into the title-deeds. 
I gather at least so much from other sources, for D. 
is not a man to complain. 

D. started like an unbroke heifer, when I inter- 
rupted him. A priori it was not very probable that 
we should have met in Oriel. But D. would have 
done the same, had I accosted him on the sudden 
in his owTi walks in Clifford’s Inn, or in the Temple. 
In addition to a provoking shortsightedness (the 
effect of late studies and w'atchings at the midnight 
oU) D. is the most absent of men. He made a call the 
other morning at our friend M.’s in Bedford Square} 
and, finding nobody at home, was ushered into the 
hall, where, asking for pen and ink, with great 
exactitude of purpose he enters me his name in the 
book — ^which ordinarily lies about in such places, to 
record the failures of the untimely or unfortimate 
\dsitor — and takes his leave wth many ceremonies, 
and professions of regret. Some two or three hourS 
after, his walking destinies returned him into the 
same neighbourhood again, and again the quiet 

image of the fire-side circle at M.’s ^Mrs. M. 

presiding at it like a Queen Lar, wth pretty A. S> 

at her side striking irresistibly on his fancy, he 

makes another call (forgetting that they were 
“ certainly not to return from the countr}' before 
M.’s in Bedford Square. The house of Basil Montague, Q.C- 
Queen Lar. I.c., queen of the lares el pennies. 

A . S. Anne Skipper, afterwards the -wife of Barrv Cornwall 
(Procter). 

B 
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that day week ") and disappointed a second time, 
inquires for pen and paper as before ; again tlie 
book is brought, and in the line just above that in 
which he is about to print his second name {his 
re-script) — his first name (scarce dr>’) looks out upon 
liira like another Sosia, or as if a man should suddenly 
encounter liis ov.ti duplicate! — Tire effect may be 
conceived. D. made man\' a good resolution against 
an\' such lapses in future. I hope he will not keep 
them too rigorously. 

For with G. D. — to be absent from the body, is 
sometimes (not to Ejreak it profanely-) to be present 
with the Lord. At tire vera- time v/licn, personally 
encountering thee, he passes on with no recognition 

or» being stopped, starts like a tiring surprised 

— at that moment, reader, he is on Mount Tabor — 
or Parnassus — or co-sphered with Piato — or, widi 
Harrington, framing “ immortal comnronwcalths ” 
— dexnsing some plan of amelioration to thy country, 

or thy species peradventure meditating some 

individual Idndn.ess or courtesy, to be done to ihu 
Ihyself, the returning consciousness of whidi made 

5 osi‘a. The ^!ave ol Ampliitrj’oa. u-ho^e forra rve.s 
bj' Mercury', while that of Araphitrj-oa was assumed bj- 
Jupiter, who wished to gain possession of his queen Alctnenc, 
The mistakes and confusion that arose rcfcmb’cd those oi 
Shakespeare’s C^incay hf Enors. This storj' is the subject of 
one o; Jlohire’s plaj’S. ' 

Barrir.glon, James (i6tt-7;). A republican theorist, author 
of Orraiin (1656), a political romance which elaborates the 
assumption that the natural element of power in the State 
is wealth — particularly land. 
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him to start so guiltilj’^ at thj' obtruded personal 
presence. 

D. is delightful any where, but he is at the best 
in such places as these. He car^ not much for Bath. 
He is out of his element at Buxton, at Scarborough, 
or Harrowgate. The Cam and the Isis are to him 
“ better than all the waters of Damascus.” On the 
Muses’ hill he is happy, and good, as one of the 
Shepherds on the Delectable Mountains; and when 
he goes about nith 5mu to show Nmu the halls and 
colleges, 5mu tlrink 3mu have wiA 5'ou the Inter- 
preter at the House Beautiful. 


CHRIST’S HOSPITAL FWE AND 
THIRTY YEARS AGO 

lu Mr. Lamb’s TT^orA'S published a j'ear or two 
since, I find a magnificent culogj’’ on m}^ old school, 
such as it was, or now appears to him to have been, 
between the j^ears 1782 and 17S9. It happens, very 
oddl3% that m3’ own standing at Christ’s was nearly 

Ci:r:sl's Haspita!. The "magniiiceat eulogy" vas his ou-n 
licccUcc.'ioi's of Christ's Hospital, a contribution to the 
Gcitiluitaii’s Hasaziiic. hlaturer reflection seems to have 
decided Lamb to'mention some q£ the abuses at his old school. 
This change of tone may have been due to his intense ad- 
miration for Coleridge, a fellow scholar, whose " poor and 
friendless " state shocked his sense of the fitness of things. 
tVhen at school together they were hardly " chums," Lamb 
being considerably younger. Later, litorarj- ideals held in 
common brought the two men together. There is a diverting 
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corresponding with his; -and, with all gratitude to 
him for his enthusiasm for the cloisters, I think he 
has contrived to bring together whatever can be 
said in praise of them, dropping all the other side of 
the argument most ingeniously. 

I remember L. at school; and can well recollect 
that he had some peculiar advantages, which I and 
others of his schoolfellow's had not. His friends lived 
in town, and were near at hand; and he had the 
privilege of going to see them, 'almost as often as he 
wished, through some invidious distinction, which 
w’as denied to us. The present worthy sub-treasmrer 
to the Inner Temple can explain how that happened. 
He had his tea and hot rolls in a morning, while we 
were battening upon our quarter of a peimy loaf — 
our crug — ^moistened .with attenuated sm^ beer, 
in wooden piggins, smacking of the pitched leathern 
jack it Was poured from. Our Monday’s milk porritch, 
blue and tasteless, and the pease soup of Saturday, 
coarse and choking, were enriched for him with a 
slice of “ extraordinary bread and butter,” from the 
hot-loaf of the Temple. The Wednesday’s mess of 
millet, somewhat less repugnant (we had three ban- 

account of the school in Leigh Hunt's Autobiography (1850), 
the description of James Boyer being e^^dentiy inspired 
by this Essay. I^igh Hunt's account of life in the school 
t^es in the main with this later account by I-amb, but some 
allowance should be made for the necessarily friendless 
state of many of the boys, who obtain presentations to the 
school because they are orphans. 

L. I.e,, himself. Throughout the Essay he thinks in the 
mind's eye of the " poor friendless *' Colendge. 
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yan to four meat days in the week) — ^was endeared 
to his palate with a lump of double-refined, and a 
smack of ginger (to make it go down the more ghbly) 
or the fragrant cinnamon. In lieu of om half-fickkd 
Sundays, or quite fresh boiled beef on Thursdays 
(strong as caro eqiiwa), with detestable marigolds 
floating in the pail to poison the broth — om- scantj'^ 
mutton scrags on Fridays — and rather more savoury, 
but grudging, portions of the same flesh, rotten- 
roasted or rare, on the Tuesdays (the only dish w^hich 
excited our appetites, and disappointed our stomachs, 
in almost equal proportion) — ^he had his hot plate 
of roast veal, or the more tempting griskin (exotics 
unknown to our palates), cooked in the paternal 
kitchen (a great thing), and brought him daily by 
his maid or aunt! I remember the good old relative 
(in whom love forbade pride) squatting do\vn upon 
some odd stone in a by-nook of the cloisters, dis- 
closing the viands (of higher regale than those cates 
which the ravens ministered to the Tishbite); and 
the contending passions of L. at the unfolding. There 
was love for the bringer ; shame for the thing brought, 
and the marmer of its bringing; sympathy for those 
who were too many to share in it; and, at top of 
all, hunger (eldest, strongest of the passions!) pre- 
dominant, breaking down the stony fences of shame, 
and awkwardness, and a troubling over-consdousness. 

I was a poor friendless boy. My parents, and 
those who should care for me, were far away. Those 
few acquaintances of theirs, which they could reckon 
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upon being kind to me in the great city, after a little 
forced notice, which they had the grace to take of 
me on my first arrival in town, soon grew tired 'of 
my holiday visits. They seemed to th^ to recur 
too often, though I thought them few enough; and, 
one after another, they all failed me, and I felt myself 
alone among six hundred playmates. 

0 the cruelty of separating a poor lad from his 
early homestead ! The yearnings which I used to have 
towards it in those unfledged years! How, in my 
dreams, would my native town (far in the west) <come 
back, with its church, and trees, and faces! How I 
would wake up weeping, and in the anguish of my 
heart exclaim upon sweet Caine in Wiltshire! 

To this late hour of my life, I trace impressions left 
by the recollection of those friendless holidays. The 
long warm days of summer never return but they 
bring wth them a gloom from the haunting memorj' 
of those whole-day-leaves , . when, by some strange 
arrangement, we were turned out, for the live-long 
day, upon our own hands, whether we had friends 
to go to, or none. I remember those bathing excursions 
to the New River, which L. recalls with such relish, 
better, I think, than he can — for he was a home- 
seeking lad, and did not much care for such water- 

New River. This artificial channel, which was completed 
in 162,0, stretches southward trom Amwell Springs, jnst 
S.W, of Ware. Lamb was fond of rambling through Hornsey 
and tracing the river to its source near that rural spot — 
Blalcesware — where in youthful imagination he played the 
kinsman of nobility. ' 
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pastimes: — How merrily we would sally forth into 
the fields; and strip under the first warmth of the 
sun; and wanton like yoimg dace in the streams; 
getting us appetites for noon, which those of us that 
were penniless (our scant}' morning crust long since 
exliausted) had not the means of allaying — ^while 
the cattle, and the birds, and the fishes, were at feed 
about us, and we had nothing to satisfy our cravings 
— the verv' beauty of the day, and the exercise of the 
pasthne, and the sense of liberty, setting a keener 
edge upon them! — How faint and languid, finally 
we would return, towards nightfall, to our desired 
morsel, half-rejoicing, half-reluctant, that the hours 
of our uneasy liberty had expired 1 

It was worse in the days of winter, to go prowl- 
ing about the streets objectless — shivering at cold 
windows of print-shops, to extract a little amuse- 
ment; or haply, as a last resort, in the hope of a 
little novelt}', to pay a fifty-times repeated visit 
(where our individual faces should be as weU known 
to the warden as those of his own charges) to the 
Lions in the Tower — to whose levee, by courtesy 
immemorial, we had a prescriptive title to admission. 

L.’s governor (so we called the patron who pre- 
sented us to the foundation) lived in a manner under 
his paternal roof. An}’ complaint which he had to 
make wns sure of behig attended to. This was under- 
stood at Christ’s, and was an effectual screen to him 
against the sev’erity of masters, or wome tyranny 
of the monitors. The oppressions of these young 
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brutes are heart-sickening to call to recollection. I 
have been called out of my bed, and waked for ihe 
purpose, in the coldest winter nights — and this not 
once, but night after night — in my shirt, to receive 
the discipline of a leathern thong, \vith eleven other 
sufferers, because it pleased my callow overseer, 
when there has been any talking heard after we were 
gone to bed, to make the six last beds in the dormi- 
tory, where the youngest children of us slept, answer- 
able for an offence they neither dared to commit, nor 
had the power to hinder. — The same execrable 
t3rranny drove the younger part of us from the fires, 
when our feet were perishing -with snow; and under 
the cruellest penalties, forbade the indulgence of a 
drink of water, when we lay in sleepless summer 
nights, fevered \vith the season, and the day’s 
sports. 

Tliere was one H , who, I learned, in after daj^, 

was seen expiating some maturer ofience in the hulks. 
(Do I flatter myself in fancying that this might be 

the planter of that name, who sufiered at Nevis, 

I think, or St. Kitts, some few years since? My 

friend Tobin was the benevolent instrument of 
bringing him to the gallows.) This petty Nero actu- 
ally branded a boy, who had offended him, with a 
red-hot iron; and nearly starved forty of us, with 
exacting contributions, to the one half of our bread, 
to pamper a young ass, which, incredible as it may 
seem, with the connivance of the nurse’s daughter 
(a young flame of his) he had contrived to smuggle 
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in, and keep npon the leads of the ward, as they 
called our dormitories. This game went on for better 
than a week, till the foolish beast, not able to fare 
w'ell but he must cry roast meat — happier than 
Caligula’s minion, could he have kept his owm counsel 
— ^but, foolisher, alas! than any of his species in the 
fables— v'axing fat, and kicking, in the fulness of 
bread, one unlucky minute w'ould needs proclaim 
his good fortune to the world below; and, lajdng out 
his simple throat, blew such a ram’s horn blast, as 
(toppling do^vn the walls’ of his own Jericho) set con- 
cealment any longer at defiance. The client was 
dismissed, mth cextain attentions, to Smithfield; 
but I never understood that the patron underwent 
any censure on the occasion. This was in the steward- 
ship of L.’s admired Perry. 

Under the same facile administration, can L. have 
forgotten the cool impunity %Tith which the nurses 
used to carry a^vay openly, in open platters, for their 
own tables, one out of two of every hot joint, which 
the careful matron had been seeing saupulously 
weighed out for our dinners? These things were daily 
practised in that magnificent apartment, which L. 
(grown connoisseur since, we presume) praises so 
highly for the grand paintings " by Verrio, and 
others,” uith which it is ” himg round and adorned.” 
But the sight of sleek, well-fed blue-coat bo}^ in 
pictures was, at that time, I believe, little consolatory 
to him, or us, the living ones, who saw the better 
part of our provisions carried away before our faces 
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by harpies: and ourselves reduced (uith the Trojan 
in the hall of Dido) 

To feed our mind with idle portraiture. 

L, has recorded the repugnance of the school to 
gags, or the fat of fresh beef boiled; and sets it domt 
to some superstition. But these unctuous morsels 
are never grateful to young palates {children are 
universally fat-haters), and in strong, coarse, boiled 
meats, unsalied, are detestable. A gag-eaUr in our 
time was equivalent to a goul, and held in equal 
detestation. suffered under the imputation — 

’Twas said, 

Jie ate strange flesh. 

He was observed, after diimer, carefully to gather 
up the remnants left at his table (not many, nor very 
choice fragments, you ma3'- credit me) — and, in an 
especial mcumer, these disreputable rhorsels, which 
he would conve}' atvay, and secretly stow in the 
settle that stood at his bed-side. None saw when he 

To feed our mind with idle porlraiturc. A literal rendering 
of " animum pictura pascit inaui,” JEneid i. 464, where inani 
points to heroes who are numbered with the dead and past. 
In .£neas sadly gazing on the sculptures and paintings of 
Trojan subjects, Virgil reproduces Homer’s story of Ulysses 
listening to Calypso’s songs of Troy. 

“ 'Twas said, He ale strange flesh." An adaptation of 
Shakespeare's 

... on the Alps 

It is reported, thou didst eat strange flesh. 

"Which some did die to look upon." 

A ntony and Cleopatra, I. i v. 66. , 
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ate them. It was rumoured that he privately de- 
voured them in the night. He was watched, but no 
traces of such midnight practices were discoverable. 
Some reported, that, on leave-days, he had been 
seen to carry out of the bounds a large blue check 
handkerchief, full of something. This then must be 
the accursed thing. Conjecture next was at work to 
imagine how he could dispose of it. Some said he 
sold it to the beggars. This belief generally prevailed. 
He went about moping. None spake to him. No one 
would pla}' with him. He was excommunicated; 
put out of the pale of the school. He was" too powerful 
a boy to be beaten, but he underwent every mode 
of that negative punishment, which is .more grievous 
than many stripes. StiU he persevered. At length 
he was observed b}!- two of his school-feUows, who 
were determined to get at the secret, and had traced 
him one leave-day for that purpose, to enter a large 
worn-out building, such as there exist' specimens of 
.in Chancer}^ Lane, which are let out to various 
scales of pauperism, ■\rith open door, and a common 
staircase. After hun they silently slunk in, and 
followed by stealth up four flights, and saw him tap 
at a poor vicket, which was opened by an aged 
woman, meanl}’- clad. Suspicion was now ripened 
into certainty. The informers had secured tlieir 
wctim. The}’^ had him in their toils. Accusation was 
formally preferred, and retribution most signal was 
looked for. Sir. Hathawa}^ the then steward (for 
this happened a little after m}' time), vdth that 
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patient sagacity which tempered all his conduct, 
determined to investigate tte matter, before he 
proceeded to sentence. The result was, that the 
supposed mendicants, the receivers or purchasers 
of the mysterious scraps, turned out to be the parents . 

of , an honest couple come to decay, — ^whom this 

seasonable supply had, in all probabilitj', saved from 
mendicancj’; and that this young stork, at the 
expense of his oum good name, had all this while been 
only feeding the old birds! — The governors on this 
occasion, much to their honom*, voted a present^ 

relief to the familr^ of , and presented him with 

a silver medal. The lesson which the steward read 
upon RASH jUDG>tEKT, on the occasion of publidy 

delivering the medal to , I believe, would not 

be lost upon his auditory. — I had left school then, 

but I well remember He was a tall, shambling 

5'outh, uith a cast in his eye, not at all calculated to 
conciliate hostile prejudices. , I have since seen him 
carrying a -baker’s basket, 1 think I heard he did^ 
not do quite so well by himself, as he had done by 
the old folks. 

I was a h3*pochondriac lad; and the sight of a 
boj’ in fetters, upon the day of my first putting on 
the blue clothes, was not exactlj' fitted to assuage 
the natural terrors of initiation. I was of tender years, 
barelj’ turned of seven; and had only read of such 
things in books, or seen them but in dreams. I was 
told he had run airay. This was the punishment for 
the first offence. — As a novice I was soon after taken 
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the rod; and in truth he wielded the cane \vith no 
greater good will — ^holding it “ like a dancer.” It 
looked in his hands rather like an emblem than an 
instrument of authority; and an emblem, too, he 
was ashamed of. He tvas a good easj' man, that did 
not care to ruiSe his own peace, nor perhaps set any 
great consideration upon the value of juvenile time. 
He came among us, now and then, but often stayed 
away whole days from us; and when he came, it 
made no difference to us — he had his private room 
to retire to, the short time he stayed, to be out of the 
sound of our noise. Our mirth and uproar went on. 
We had classics of our own, without being beholden 
to *‘ insolent Greece or haughty Rome,” that passed 
current among us — Pe/gr JVt'/Aifis — T/te Adventures 
of tlie Hon. Capt. Robert Boyle — The Fortunate 
Blue Coat Boy — and the like. Or we cultivated a 
turn for mechanic or scientific operations; making 
little sun-dials of paper; or weaving those ingenious 
parentheses, called cat-cradles', or making dry peas 
to dance upon the end of a tin pipe; or studying the 
•art military over that laudable game “ French and 
nglish,” and a htmdred other such devices to pass 
boyv the time — ^mixing the useful with the agreeable 
the b^ould have made the souls of Rousseau and 
the nati£ke chuckle to have seen us. 
barely tui: Field belonged to that class of modest 
things in bo affect* to mix in equal proportion the 
told he had n ^cholar, and the Christian) but, I 
the first offenctthe first ingredient is generally found 
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to be the predominating dose in the composition. 
He was engaged in gay parties, or with his courtly 
bow at some episcopal levee, when he should have 
been attending upon us. He had for many years the 
classical charge of a hundred children, during the 
four or five first years of their education; and his 
very highest form seldom proceeded further than two 
or three of the introductory fables of Phaedrus. How 
things were suffered to go on thus, I cannot guess. 
Boyer, who was the proper person to have remedied 
these abuses, always affected, perhaps felt, a delicacy 
in interfering in a province not strictly his own. I 
have not been without my suspicions, that he was 
not altogether displeased at the contrast we pre- 
sented to his end of the school. We were a sort of 
Helots to his young Spartans. He would sometimes, 
with ironic deference, send to borrow a rod of the 
Under Master, and then, mth Sardonic grin, observe 
to one of his upper boys, *' how neat and fresh the 
twigs looked." While his pale students were battering 
their brains over Xenophon and Plato, with a silence 
as deep as that enjoined by the Samite, we were 
enjoying ourselves at our ease in oiu: little Goshen. 
We saw a little into the secrets of his discipline, and 
the prospect did but the more reconcile us to our lot. 
His thunders rolled innocuous for us; his storms 
came near, but never touched us; contrary to 
Gideon’s miracle, while all around were drenched, our 

Coutrary to Gideon’s miracle, etc. Taken from Cowley, one 
of Lamb’s favourite authors. 
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fleece was (irJ^ His boj’S turned out the better 
scholars ; we, I suspect, have the advantage in temper. 
His pupils cannot speak of him without something 
of terror alla3ring' their gratitude; the remembrance 
of Field comes back ■with all the soothing images ot 
indolence, and summer slumbers, and work like play, 
and iimocent idleness, and Etysian exemptions, and 
life itself a “ pla5’ing holiday." 

Though sufiiciently removed from the jurisdiction 
of Boyer, we were near enough (as I have said) to- 
understand a little of liis sj^stem. We occasionally 
heard sounds of the Uhdantes, and caught glances 
of Tartarus. B. was a rabid pedant. His English 
style was cramped to barbarism. His Easter anthems 
(for his duty obliged him to those periodical flights) 
were grating as scrannel pip«. — ^He would laugh, ay, 
and heartily, but then it must be at Flaccus’s quibble 
about Rex — or at the tristis severitas in xnillu, or 
inspicere in palinas, of Terence — thin jests, which 
at their first broaching could hardly, have had vis 
enough to move a Roman muscle. — He had two wigs, 
both pedantic, but of different omen. The one serene, 
smiling, fresh powdered, betokening a mild da}'. 
The other, an old discoloured, unkempt, angry caxon, 
denoting frequent and bloody execution. Woe to the 
school, when he made his morning appearance in 
his passy, or passionate wig. No comet uxpounded 
surer. — ^J.B. had a hea-vy hand. I have known him 

Jiex. The quibble about the king and the cobbler ia Horace, 
Satires, I, 3. 
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double his knotty fist at a poor trembling child (the 
maternal milk hardly dry upon its lips) with a 
“ Sirrah, do you presume to set yoiu: wits at me? " 
— Nothing was more common than to see him make 
a headlong entry into the schoolroom, from his inner 
recess, or library, and, with turbulent eye, singling 
out a lad, roar out, " Od’s my life. Sirrah ” (Iris 
favourite adjuration), “ I have a great mind to whip 
you.” — then, wth as sudden a retracting impulse, 
fling back into his lair — and, after a cooling lapse of 
some minutes (during which all but the culprit had 
totally forgotten the context) drive headlong out 
again, piecing out his imperfect sense, as if it had 
been some Devil’s Litany, with the expletory yell— 
" and I WILL loo ” — ^In his gentler moods, when the 
rahidus furor was assuaged, he had resort to an 
ingenious method, peculiar, for what I have heard, 
to himself, of whipping the bo}’’, and reading the 
Debates, at the same time; a paragraph, and a lash 
between; which in those times, when parliamentary 
oratorj' was most at a height and flourishing in these 
realms, was not calculated to impress the patient 
with a veneration for the diffuser graces of rhetoric. 

Once, and but once, the uplifted rod was knowm 
to fall ineffectual from his hand — when droll squinting 

W having been caught putting the inside of the 

master’s desk to a use for which the architect had 
clearly not designed it, to justify himself, with great 
simplicity averred, that ho did not know that the- thing 
had been forewarned. This exquisite irrecognition of 
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any iaw antecedent to the cr^l or dfclar:Uory< struck 
so irresistibly upon the fancy of all who heard it 
(the pedagogue hiinseif not excepted) that remission 
w.'is unavoidable. 

L. has given credit to B.’s great merits as an in- 
structor. Coleridge, in his literaiy life, has pronounced 
a more intelligible ami ample encomium on them. 
Tire author of the Counlry SpccUilor doubts not to 
compare him with the ablest icadicrs of antiquity. 
Perhaps \vc cannot dismiss him better than with the 
pious ejaculation of C. — when he heard that his old 
master was on his death-bed — " Poor J. B. ! — may all 
his faults be forgivcti; and may he be wafted to bliss 
by little cherub bojs, all heads and wings, with no 
bot.'oms to reproach his sublunary iitfinnitits." 

Under Iiint were many good and sound scholars 
bred. — First Grecian of my time was Lancelot Pepys 
Stevens, kindest of boys and men, since Co-grainmar- 

master (and inseparable companion) with Dr. T e. 

What an edifjing spectacle did this brace of friends 
present to those who remembered the anti -socialities 
of their predecessors! — You never met the one by 

Fiiil Gis:tjn, Tile Grecians, lays Hunt, were " ttc 

three hc-ad boys of the Grammar Schoc!. who were understood 
to have their desUny fixesf for the Church. The next class 
to tlicse. hhe the Col.'Cjje of Cardin.a]i to theic three popes 
(for every Grecian was in our eyes infallible), were the 
Deputy-Greciaos. The former were suppored to have com- 
pleted their Greek studies and were deep in Sopbaxles and 
Euripides. The latter were thought equally competent to tell 
you anything respecting ffomcr and Uemosthenes.” 

Dr. T e. The Kcv. .\rthur William Trollope, who 

eventually beciurie headmaster, and died 1S27. 
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chance in the street without a wonder, which was 
quickly dissipated by the almost immediate sub- 
appearance of the other. Generally arm in arm, 
these kindly coadjutors lightened for each other the 
toilsome duties of their profession, and when, in 
advanced age, one found it convenient to retire, the 
other was not long in discovering that it suited him 
to lay down the fasces also. Oh, it is pleasant, as it 
is rare, to find the same arm linked in yours at forty, 
which at thirteen helped it to turn over the Cicero 
De Amicitia, or some tale of Antique Friendship, 
which the young heart even then was burning to 

anticipate! — Co-Gredan with S. was Th •, who 

has since executed with ability various diplomatic 

fuiictions at the Northern courts. Th was a 

tall, dark, saturnine youth, sparing of speech, with 
raven locks. — ^Thomas Fanshaw Middleton follow'ed 
him (now Bishop of Calcutta), a scholar and a gentle- 
man in his teens. He has the reputation of an ex- 
cellent critic; and is author (besides the Country 
Spectator) of a Treatise on the Greek Article, against 
Sharpe. — M. is said to bear his mitre high in India, 
where the regni novitas (I dare say) suftidentl}' 
justifies the bearing. A humility quite as primitive 
as that of Jewel or Hooker might not be exactly 
fitted to impress the minds of those Anglo-Asiatic 
diocesans with a reverence for home institutions, 
and the church which those fathers watered. The 

Th . The Rt. Hon. Sir Edwani Thornton. A Grecian 

in I'Sj. Was Envoy Extraordinary and Minister Pleni- 
potentiary at Portugal under Pitt’s administration. 



34 ESSAYS OF ELIA 

manners of M. at school, though firm, were mild, 
and unassuming. — ^Next to M. (if not senior to him) 
was Richards, autlior of the Aboriginal Britons, the 
most spirited of the Oxford Prize Poems; a pale, 

studious Grecian. — Then followed poor S , ill- 

fated M ! of these the Muse is silent. 

Finding somc of Edward’s race 
Unhappy, pass their annals by. 

Come back into memory, like as thou weit in the 
day-spring of thy fancies, witli hope like a fiery 
column before thee — tlie dark pillar not yet turned 
— Samuel Taylor Coleridge — Logician, Metaphy- 
sician, Bard! — How have I seen the casual passer 
through the Cloisters stand still, entranced tvith 
admiration (while he weighed tlie disproportion 
between the speech and the garb of the young Miran- 
dula), to hear thee unfold, in thy deep and sweet 
intonations, the mysteries of Jambhchus, or Plotinus 
{for even in those years thou waxedst not pale at 
suclr philosophic draughts), or reciting Homer in 

his Greek, or Pindar ^while the walls of tlie old 

■ Grey Friars re-echoed to the accents of the inspired 
charity-boy I Many were the “ ivit-combats ” (to 
dally awhile with the words of old Fuller) between 
him and C. V. Le G “ which two I behold like 

C. V. Lc G . Charles VaJentiuo Lo Grice, one of the 

Grecians of Lamb’s day. Lamb flatteringly contrasts his 
intellect with that of Coleridge. In a letter to Coleridge he 
wrote, " Poor Le Grice! if wit alone could entitle a man to 
respect, etc., he has written, a very witty little pamphlet 
lately, satirical upon college declamations." It was typical 
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a Spanish great gallion, and an English man-of-war; 
Master Coleridge, like the former, was built far 
higher in learning, solid, but slow in his performances. 
C. V. L., TOth the English man-of-war, lesser m bulk, 
but lighter in sailing, could turn ulth all tides, tack 
about, and take advantage of aU winds, by the 
quickness of his wit and invention..” 

Nor shaft thou, their compeer, be quickl3'^ for- 
gotten, Allen, TOth the cordial smile, and still more 
cordial laugh, \vith which thou wert wont to make 
the old Cloisters shake, in th}^ cognition of some 
poignant jest of theirs; or the anticipation of some 
more material, and, peradventure, practical one, of 
thine owm. Extinct are those smiles, with that 
beautiful countenance, with w'hich (for thou w'ert 
the Nireus formosus of the school), in the days’ of thy 
maturer waggerj', thou didst disarm the wrath of 
infuriated town-damsel, who, incensed by provoking 
pinch, turning tigress-hke round, suddenly converted 
by thy angel-look, exchanged the half-formed 

terrible “ bl- ,” for a gentler greeting — “ bless 

thy haiidsovis face ! ” 

Next follow tw'o, who ought to be now ahve, and 
the friends of Elia — the junior Le ,G and F ; 

of Lamb’s kindly feeling that he made as great efforts to 
place Le Grice’s work as he did that of Jem White. In 
another letter to Coleridge Lamb expresses his appreciation 
of Le Grice’s thoughtful consideration to Lamb (senior) at 
tlie time of Mrs. Lamb's death. Le Grice furnished a lot of 
information on Lamb’s school life. 

F . 'Meaning one Favell who left Cambridge out of shame 

for his father’s cMling, that of a house-painter in the town. 
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who impelled, the former by a roving temper, the 
latter by too quick a sense of neglect — ill capable of 
enduring the slights poor Sizars are sometimes 
subject to in our seats of learning — exchanged their 
Alma Mater for the camp; perishing, one by climate, 

and one on the plaim of Salamanca; — Le G , 

sanguine, volatile, sweet-natured; F dogged, 

faithful, anticipative of insult, warin-hearted, with 
something of the old Roman height about him. 

Fine, frank-hearted Fr , the present master of 

Hertford, wth Marmaduke T mildest of Mis- 

sionaries — and both my good friends still — close the 
catalogue of Grecians in my time. 


ALL FOOLS’ DAY 

The compliments of the season to my worthy masters, 
and a merry first of April to us all! 

Many happy returns of this day to you — and you 
— and you, Sir — nay, never irown, man, nor put a 
long face upon the matter. Do not we know one 
another.? what need of ceremony among friends? 
we have all a touch of that same — ^you understand me 
— a speck of the motley. Beshrew the man who on 
such a day as this, the general festival, should affect 
to stand ^oof. I am none of those sneakers. ■ I am 
free of the corporation, and care not who knows it. 
He that meets me in the forest to-day, shall meet 
Fr Franklin. 



ALL FOOLS' DAY 57 

with no TOse-acre, I can tell you. Siultus sum. Trans- 
late me that, and take the iheaning of it to yourself 
for your pains. What, man, we have four quarters 
of the globe on our side, at the least computation. . 

Fill us a cup of that sparkling gooseberry — we 
will drink no wise, melancholy, politic port on this 
day — and let us troll the catch of Amiens — due ad 
vie — due ad vie — how goes it? 

Here shall he see 
Gross fools as he. 

Now would I give a trifle to know, historically and 
authentically, who was the greatest fool that ever 
lived. I would certainly give him in a bumper. Marry, 
of the present breed, I think I could without much 
difficulty name you the party. 

Remove your cap a httle fmther, if you please; 
it hides my bauble, .“^nd now each man bestride his 
hobby, and dust away his bells to what time he 
pleases. I Avill give j'ou, for my part, 

The crazy old church clock. 

And the heuildered chimes. 

Good master Empedocles, you are welcome. It 
is long since you went a salamander-gathering down 
ditna. Worse than samphire-picking by some odds, 
‘Tis a mercy your worship did not singe your mus- 
tachios. 

Empedocles, a Pythagorean, who secretly jumped into the 
crater of Etna that the world might believe he had been 
carried into heaven. 
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who impelled, the former by a roving temper, the 
latter by too quick a sense of neglect — ill capable of 
enduring the slights poor Sizars are sometimes 
subject to in our seats of learning — exchanged thdr 
Alma Mater for the camp; perishing, one fay climate, 

and one on the plah^ of Salamanca: — Le G , 

sanguine, volatile, sweet-natured; F dogged, 

faithful, antidpative of insult, warm-hearted, with 
something of the old Roman height about him. 

Fine, frank-hearted Fr , the present master of 

Hertford, with Marmaduke T , mildest of Mis- 

sionaries — and both my good friends still — close the 
catalogue of Gredans in my time. 


ALL FOOLS’ DAY 

The compliments of the season to my worthy masters, 
and a merry first of April to us all! 

Many happy returns of this day to you — and you 
— and you. Sir — nay, never frown, man, nor put a 
long face upon the matter. Do not we know one 
another? what need of ceremony among friends? 
we have all a touch of thcA scum — ^j’ou understand me 
— a speck of the motley. Beshrew the man who on 
such a day as this, the general festival, should affect 
to stand aloof. I am none of those sneakers. • I am 
free of the corporation, and care not who knows it. 
He that meets me in the forest to-day, shall meet 

Fr Franklin. 
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with no ^vise-acre, I can tell you. StuUus sum. Trans- 
late me that, and take the iheaning of it to yourself 
for your pains. What, man, ^ve have four quarters 
of the glohe on our side, at the least computation. . 

Fin us a cup of that sparkling gooseberry — we 
will drink no ■wise, melancholy, politic port on this 
day — and let us troll the catch of Amiens — due ad 
me — due ad how goes it? 

Here shall he see 
Gross fools as he. 

Now would I give a trifle to know, historically and 
authentically, who was the greatest fool that ever 
lived. I worQd certainly give him in a bumper. Marry, 
of the present breed, I think I could \rithout much 
difficulty name you the party. 

Remove your cap a little further, if you please; 
it hides my bauble. And now each man bestride his 
hobby, and dust away his bells to what time he 
pleases. I will give you, for my part, 

The crazy old church clock, 

And the bewildered chimes. 

Good master Empedocles, you are welcome. It 
is long since you went a salamander-gathering down 
^tna. Worse than samphire-picking by some odds. 
'Tis a mercy your worship did not singe your mus- 
tachios. 

Empedocles, a Pythagorean, who secretly jmnped into the 
crater of Etna that the world might believe he had been 
carried into heaven. 
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Ha! Cleombrotusi and what salads in faith did 
j’oa light upon at the bottom of the Mediterranean? 
You were founder, I take it, of the disinterested 
sect of the Calenturists. 

Gebir, my old free-mason, and prince of plasterers 
at Babel, bring in your trowel, most Ancient Grand! 
You have claim to a seat here at my right hand, as 
patron of the stammerers. Yon left your work, if I 
remember Herodotus correctly, at eight hundred 
million toises, or thereabout, above the level of the 
sea. Bless us, what a long bell you must have pulled, 
to call your top workmen to their nunchcon on the 
low grounds of Sennaar. Or did you send up your 
garlick and onions by a rocket? I am a rogue if I 
am not ashamed to show you our Monument on 
Fish Street Hill, after your altitudes. Yet we tliink 
it somewhat. 

\Vhat, the magnanimous Ae.xandei' in tears? — 
cry, baby, put its finger in its eye, it shall have 
another globe, round as an orange, pretty moppet! 

Mister Adams 'odso, 1 honour your coat — 

pray do us the favour to read to us that sermon, 
which you lent to Mistress Slipslop — the twenty 

Clcomhroius was so smitten with Plato’s work on immor- 
tality that he leapt into the sea in the hope of tasbng Plato’s 
Elysium. Cf. Jlilton. Paradise Lost, hi. gyi. 

Caleiiliirists. " Calenture " is a disorder said to be peculi^ 
to certain races, especially in warm climates. It has btMn said 
that sailors so afflicted mistake the sca for green fields and 
hurl themselves into it. 

Mistress Slipslop. A lady of frail morals in Fielding’s 
Joseph Andreus. 
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and second in your portmanteau there — on Female 
Incontinence — the same — it will come in most 
irrelevantly and impertinently seasonable to the 
time of the day. 

Good Master Eaymund Lully, you look \vise. Pray 
correct that error. 

Duns, spare your definitions. I must fine you a 
bumper, or a paradox. We will have nothing said 
or done syllogistically this day. Ranove those 
logical forms, waiter, that no gentleman break the 
tender shins of his apprehension stumbling across 
them. 

Master Stephen, you are late. — Ha! Cokes, is it 
you? — Aguecheek, my dear knight, let me pay my 
devoir to you. — Master Shallow, your worship’s 
poor servant to command. — ^Master Silence, I ^vill 
use few words mth you. — Slender, it shall go hard 
if I edge not you in somewhere. — You six Avill engross 
all the poor wit of the company to-day. — know it, 
I know it. 

Ha! honest R , my fine old Librarian of 

Ludgate, time out of mind, art thou here again? 
Bless thy doublet, it is not over-new, threadbare 
as thy stories: — what dost thou flitting about the 
world at this rate? — ^Thy customers are extinct, 
defunct, bed-rid, have ceased to read long ago. — 
Thou goest still among them, seeing if, peradventiue, 

Raymond Lully (c. 1235-1315). The Spanish mystic who 
sailed on an anti-Mohammedan Crusade, only to bo stoned 
to death in Africa. 
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thou canst hawk a volume or two. — Good Granville 
S , thy last patron, is flown. 

King Pandion, he is dead. 

All fiiy friends are lapt in lead. — 

Nevertheless, noble R , come in, and take 

your seat here, between Armado and Quisada: for 
in true courtesy, in gravity, in fantastic smiling to 
thyself, in coiuteous smiling upon others, in the 
goodly ornature of well-appareUed speech, and the 
commendation of \vise sentences, thou art nothing 
inferior to those accomplished Dons of Spain. The 
spirit of chivalry forsake me for ever, when I forget 
thy singing the song of Macheath, which declares 
that he might be happy with either, situated between 
those two ancient spinsters — when I forget the 
inimitable formal love which thou didst make, 
turning now to the one, and now to the other, wth 
that Malvolian smile — bs if Cervantes, not Gay, had 
written it for his hero ; and as if thousands of periods 
must revolve, before the mirror of courtesy could 
have given his invidious preference between a pair 
of so goodly-propertied and meritorious-equal dam- 
sels. * * * * 

To descend from these altitudes, and not to pro- 
tract our Fools' Banquet beyond its appropriate 

GranvilU S . Grauville Sharp, English philanthropist, 

scholar and abolitionist (1735-1813). 

King Pandion. An Athenian king, and father of Philomela. 
The lines are from Richard Bamheld's Address to the Night- 
ingale (1594)'. 

Quisada. Variant for-Qnixote. 
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day, — for I fear the second of April is not many 
hours distant — in sober veritjf I \vhl confess a truth 
to thee, reader. I love a Fool — as naturally, as if I 
were of kith and kin to him. When a child, with 
child-like apprehensions, that dived not below the 
surface of the matter, I read those Parables — ^not 
guessing at their involved wisdom — I had more 
yearnings towards that simple architect, that built 
his house upon the sand, than I entertained for his 
more cautious neighbour; I grudged at the hard 
censure pronounced upon the quiet soul that kept 
his talent ; and — ^prizing their sunplicity beyond the 
more provident, and, to my apprehension, somewhat 
unfeminine wariness of their competitors — I felt a 
kindliness, that almost amounted to a tendre, for 
those five thoughtless virgins. — I have never made 
an acquaintance since, that lasted; or a friendship, 
that answ'ered; \vith any that had not some tinctme 
of the absurd in their characters. I venerate an 
honest obliquity of understanding. The more laugh- 
able blunders a man shall commit in your company, 
the more tests he giveth you, that he will not betray 
or overreach you. I love the safety which a palpable 
hallucination warrants; the security, which a word 
out of season ratifies. And take my word for this, 
reader, and say a fool told it you, if you please, that 
he who hath not a dram of folly in his nuxture, hath 
pounds of much worse matter in his composition. 
It is observed, that “ the foolisher the fowl or fish — 
woodcocks, — dotterels, — cod’s-heads, &c., the finer 
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the flesh thereof,’’ and what are co:nmonly the 
world’s received fools, hut such whereof the world 
is not worthy? and what have been some of the 
kindliest patterns of our species, but so many darlings 
of absurdity, minions of the goddess, and her white 
boys? — Reader, if you wrest my words beyond their 
fair construction, it is you, and not I, that are the 
April Fool. 


MY RELATIONS 

I AJi arrived at that point of life, at which a man may 
account it a blessing, as it is a singularity, if he have 
either of his parents surviving. I have not that 
felicity — and sometimes think feelingly of a passage 
in Browne’s Chrislian Morals, where he speaks of a 
man that hath lived sixty or seventy years in the 
world. “ In such a compass of time,” he says, “ a 

yiy He'laVioiss. In friis "Essay Eamb gives us grapiiic 
cliaracter-sketches of his father, who elsewhere goes by the 
name of Lovel, of his more prosperous brother John, his 
sister Mary (called Bridget Elia) and of a great-aunt, who is 
the subject of a blank verse poem by Charles Lloyd and 
Lamb, included in Blank Verse, 1798. The picture of John 
Lamb, his brother, is a charitable one; it is "Truth severe, 
by fairy Fiction drest," for John, though in a lucrative 
position, was so selfish at the time of the tragedy of Mary 
Lamb’s frenzy, that Charles had to bear the whole burden 
of her maintenance out of the asylum. For the rest, that 
ironic blending of fact and fiction, noticeable in the opening 
Essay, is apparent in his allusion to " Bridget" as his 
" cousin.” 
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man. may have a close apprehension what it is to be 
forgotten, tvhen he hath lived to find none who could 
remember his father, or scarcely the friends of his 
youth, and may sensibly see with what a face in. no 
long time Obliviox will look upon himself.” 

I had an atmt, a dear and good one. She was one 
whom single blessedness had soured to the world. 
She often used to say, that I was the only thing in 
it which she loved; and, when she thought I was 
quitting it, she grieved over me with mother's tears. 
A partialit}' quite so exclusive my reason cannot 
altogether approve. She was from morning till 
night poring over good books, and devotional exer- 
cises. Her favoiurite volumes were Thomas a Kempis, 
in Stanhope’s translation; and a Roman Catholic 
Prayer Book, with the matins and complines regularly 
set down, — terms which I was at that time too young 
to understand. She persisted in reading them, 
although admonished daily concerning their Papistical 
tendency; and went to chinch every Sabhath, as 
a good Protestant should do. These were the only 
books she studied; though, I think, at one period 
of her life, she told me, she had read with great satis- 
faction the Adventures of an Unfortunate Young 
Nobleman. Finding the door of the chapel in Essex 
Street open one day — ^it was in the infancy of that 
heresj' — she went in, liked the sermon, and the 
manner of worship, and frequented it at intervals 
for some time after. She came not for doctrinal 
points, and never missed them. With some little 
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asperities in her constitution, wliich I have above 
hinted at, she was a steadfast, friendly being, and 
a fine old Christian. She was a woman of strong 
sense, and a shrewd mind — extraordinary at a 
reparies', one of the few occasions of her breaking 
silence — else she did not much value wt. The only 
secular employment I remember to have seen her 
engaged in, was, the splitting of French beans, 
and dropping them into a China basin of fair water. 
The odour of those tender vegetables to this day 
comes back upon my sense, redolent of soothing 
recollections. Certainly it is the most delicate of 
culinary operations. 

Male aunts, as somebody calls them, I had none — 
to remember. By the imcle’s side I may be said to 
have been born an orphan. Brother, or sister, I never 
had any — to know them. \ sister, I think, that 
should have been Elizabeth, died in both our infancies. 
What a comfort, or what a care, may I not have 
missed in her! — But I have cousins, sprinkled about 
in Hertfordshire — besides two. with whom I have 
been all my life in habits of the closest intimacy, and 
whom I may term cousins par excellence. These are 
James and Bridget Elia. They are older than myself 
by twelve, and ten, years; and neither of them seems 
disposed, in matters of advice and guidance, to waive 
any of the prerogatives which primogeniture confers. 
M.ay they continue still in the same mind; and when 
they shall be seventy-five, and seventy-three years 
old {I cannot spare them sooner), p>ersist in treating 
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me in my grand climacteric precisely as a stripling 
or yoimger brother! 

James is an inexplicable cousin. Nature hath her 
miities, which not every critic can penetrate; or, 
if we feel, we cannot explain them. The pen of 
Yorick, and of none since his, could have drawn J. E. 
entire — those fine Shandian lights and shades, which 
make up his story. I must limp after in my poor 
antithetical manner, as the fates have given me grace 
and talent. J. E. then — ^to the eye of a common 
observer at least — seemeth made up of contradictory 
principles. — ^The genuine child of impulse, the firigid 
philosopher of prudence — the phlegm of my cousin’s 
doctrine is invariably at war with his temperament, 
which is high sanguine. With always some fire-new 
project in his brain, J. E. is the systematic opponent 
of innovation, and crier down of everything that has 
not stood the test of age and experiment. With a 
hundred fine notions chasing one another hourly 
in his fancy, he is startled at the least approach to 
the romantic in others; and, determined by his own 
sense in everything, commends you to the guidance 
of common sense on all occasions. — ^With a touch 
of the eccentric in all which he does, or saj's, he is 
only anxious that you should not commit yoiurself 
by doing anything absurd or singular. On my once 
letting slip, at table, that I was not fond of a certain 
popular dish, he begged me at any rate not to say so 
— for the world would think me mad. He disguises 
a passionate fondness for works of high art (whereof 
c 
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he hath amassed a choice collection), imder the pre- 
text of buying only to sell again — ^that his enthusiasm 
may give no encouragement to yours. Yet, if it were 
so, why does that piece of tender, pastoral Domini- 
chino hang still by his wall? — ^is the ball of his sight 
much more dear to him? — or what picture-dealer 
can talk like him ? 

Whereas mankind in general are observed to warp 
their speculative conclusions to the bent of their 
individual humours, his theories are sure to be in 
diametrical opposition to his constitution. He is 
courageous as Charles of Sweden, upon instinct; 
chary of his person, upon principle, as a travelling 
Quaker. — He has been preaching up to me, all my 
life, the doctrine of bowing to the great — the necessity 
of forms, and manner, to a man’s getting on in the 
world. He himself never aims at either, that I can 
discover, — and has a spirit, that would stand upright 
in the presence of the Cham of Tartary. It is pleasant 
to hear him discourse of patience — extolling it as the 
truest TOsdom — and to see him during the last seven 
minutes that his dinner is getting ready. Nature - 
never ran up in her haste a more restless piece of 
workmanship than when she moulded this impetuous 
cousin — and Art never turned out a more elaborate 
orator than he can display himself to be, upon his 
favourite topic of the advantages of quiet, and con- 
tentedness in the state, whatever it be, that we are 

Cham. Corruption of Khan, i.e., lord or princp. Occasion- 
ally the rvord is joined in the name, e.g., Ivhan-balu. 
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placed in. He is triumphant on this theme, when 
he has you safe in one of those short stages that ply 
for the western road, in a very obstructing manner, 
at the foot of John Murray’s Street — where you get 
in when it is emptj', and are expected to wait till 
the vehicle hath completed her just freight — a 
trjdng three- quartern of an hour to some people. 
He wonders at your fidgetiness , — “ where could 
ue he better than we are, Uius sitting, thus con- 
suiting^ ” — “ prefers, for his part, a state of rest 
to locomotion,” — with an e3'e aU the while upon the 
coachman — till at length, waxing out of all patience, 
at your want of it, he breaks out into a pathetic 
remonstrance at the fellow for detaining us so long 
over the time which he had professed, and declares 
peremptorily, that “ the gentleman in the coach is 
determined to get out, if he does not drive on that 
instant.” 

Very quick at inventing .an argument, or detecting 
a sophistry, he is incapable of attending you in any 
chain of arguing. Indeed he makes wild work with 
logic; and seems to jump at most admirable con- 
clusions by some process, not at all akin to it. Con- 
sonantly enough to this, he hath been heard to denj', 
upon certain occasions, that there exists such a 
facult}' at all in man as reason; and wondereth how 
man came first to have a conceit of it — enforcing 
his negation with aU the might of reasoning he is 
master of. He has some speculative notions against 
laughter, and will maintain that laughing is not 
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natural to him — when peradventiue the next moment 
hb lungs shall crow like Chanticleer. He says some 
of the best things in the world — and declareth that 
wit is his aversion. It was he who said, upon seeing 
the Eton boys at play in their grounds — Whai a ptiy 
to think, that these fine ingenuous lads in a feu years will 
all he changed into frivolous Members of Parliamenl / 

His youth was fierj’, glowing, tempestuous — and 
in age he discovereth no symptom of cooling. This 
is that which I admire in him. I hate people who 
meet Time half-way. I am for no compromise with 
that inevitable spoiler. Wlule he lives, J. E. will 
talte Ills swing. — It docs me good, as I walk towards 
the street of my daily avocation, on some fine Hay 
morning, to meet liim marching in a quite opposite 
direction, with a jolly handsome presence, and 
shining sanguine face, that indicates some purchase 
in his eye — a Claude — or a Hobbima — for much of 
his enviable leisure is consumed at Cluistie’s, and 
Phillips’s — or where not, to pick up pictures, and 
such gauds. On these occasions he mostly stoppeth 
me, to read a short lecture on the adv'antage a person 
like me possesses above himself, in having his time 
occupied with business which ho must do — assureth 
me that he often feels it hang heavy on his hands 
— wishes he had fewer holidays — and goes off — 
Westward Ho! — chanting a tune, to Pall Hall — per- 
fectly convinced that he has convinced me — while 
I proceed in my opposite direction tuneless. 

It is p’.ciisant again to see this Professor of In- 
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difference doing the honours of his new purchase, 
when he has fairly housed it. You must view it in 
every light till be has found the best — ^placing it at 
this distance, and at that, but always suiting the 
focus of your sight to his own. You must spy at it 
through your fingers, to catch the aerial perspective 
— though you assure him that to you the landscape 
shows much more agreeable wfithout that artifice. 
Wo be to the luckless wight, who does not only not 
respond to his rapture, but who should drop an 
unseasonable intimation of preferring one .of his 
anterior bargains to the present ! — The last is always 
his best hit — his " Cynthia of the minute.” Alas! 
how many a mild Madonna have I known to co7«s 
in — a Raphael ! — keep its ascendency for a few brief 
moons — ^then, after certain mtermedial degradations 
from the front dra^ving-room to the back gallery, 
thence to the dark parlour, — adopted in turn by 
each of the Carracci, under successive lowering 
ascriptions of filiation, mildly breaking its fall — 
consigned to the oblivious Imnber-room, go out at 
last a Lucca Giordano, or plain Carlo Maratti! — 
which things when I belrdd — musing upon the chances 
and mutabilities of fate below, hath made me to 
reflect upon the altered condition of great personages, 
or that woful Queen of Richard the Second — 

set forth in pomp. 

She came adorned hither like sweet Jlay; 

Sent back like Hallowmass or shortest day. 

Set forth, etc. Shakespeare, King Richard II., V. i. 
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With great love for you, J. E. hath but a limited 
S5mipathy with what you feel or do. He lives in a 
world of his own, and makes slender guesses at what 
passes in your mind. He never pierces the marrow 
of your habits. He will tell an old established plaj'- 
goer, that Mr. Such-a-one, of So-and-so (naming 
one of the theatres), is a very lively comedian — 
as a piece of news! He advertised me but tlie other 
day of some pleasant green lanes which he had found 
out for me, knowing me io be a great walker, in my own 
immediate vicinity — who have haunted the identical 
spot any time these twenty years! — He has not 
much respect for that class of feelings which goes 
by the name of sentimental. He applies the defmition 
of real evil to bodily suffering exclusively — and 
rejecteth all others as imaginary. Ho Ls affected by 
the sight, or the bare supposition, of a creature in 
pain, to a degree which I have never witnessed out 
of womankind. A constitutional acuteness to this 
class of suffermgs may in part account for this. The 
animal tribe in particular he taketh under his especial 
protection. A broken-winded or spur-galled horse 
is sure to find an advocate in him. An over-loaded 
ass is his chent for ever. He is the apostle to the 
brute kind — the never-failing friend of those who 
have none to care for them. The contemplation of a 
lobster boiled, or eels skinned alive, will w'ring him 
so, that “ all for pity he could die." It will take the 
savour from his palate, and the rest from his pillow, 
for days and nights. With the intense feeling of 
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Thomas Clarkson, he wanted only the steadiness 
of pursuit, and unity of purpose, of that " true 
yoke-fellow with Time," to have effected as much 
for the Animal, as hi hath done for the Negro 
Creation. But my uncontrollable cousm is but 
imperfectly formed for purposes wiiich demand co- 
operation. He cannot wait. His amelioration-plans 
must be ripened in a day. For this reason he has 
cut but an equivocal figure in benevolent societies, 
and combinations for the alleviation of himtan 
sufferings. His zeal constantly makes him to outrun, 
and put out, his coadjutors. He tliinks of relieving, 
— while they think of debating. He was black-balled 
out of a societ for the Rebel of * * ’^ * *, because 
the feiwour of his humanity toiled beyond the formal 
apprehension, and creeping processes, of liis associates, 
I shall always consider this distinction as a patent 
of nobility in the Elia family! 

Do I mention these seeming inconsistencies to 
smile at, or upbraid, my unique cousm? Marry, 
heaven, and all good manners, and the tmderstanding 
that should be between kinsfolk, forbid! — ^\Vith all 
the strangenesses of this strangest of the Elias— -1 
would not have him in one jot or tittle other than 
he Ls; neither would I barter or exchange my wild 
kinsman for the most exact, regular, and ever\'-way 
consistent kinsman breathing. 

In my next, reader, 1 may perhaps give you some 
account of my cousin Bridget — if you arc not already 
surfeited with cousins — and take you by the hand. 
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if you are willing to go with us, on an excursion 
which we made a summer or two since, in search of 
more cousins — 

Through the green plains of pleasant Hertfordshire. 


MACKERY END, IN HERTFORDSHIRE 

Bridget Elia has been my housekeeper for many a 
long year. I have obligations to Bridget, extending 
beyond the period of memory. We house together, 
old bachelor and maid, in a sort of double singleness; 
with such tolerable comfort, upon the whole, that I, 
for one, find in myself no sort of disposition to go 
out upon the mountains, with the rash king’s off- 

T/irough the green plains of pleasant Heiifotdshire. This, 
if we substitute " to " for " through,” is from a sonnet 
composed by Lamb " during a walk into Hertfordshire ” 
(Letter to Coleridge, 1796). Lamb calls the line a copy of 
Bowles’ " To the green Hamlet in the peaceful plain." and 
playfully apologises for introducing such, a prosaic and 
familiar word as Hertfordshire into a sonnet. 

Machery End, in Hertfordshire, Lamb was a town-bred 
man. whose one refuge from city life was the sepulchral 
antiquity o‘- the Inner Temple precincts. Hence these rare 
rural visits stand out with the vividness of grateful recol- 
lection. The beauty of tlic sentiment throughout the Essay 
is justly famed, and even the restrained Canon Ainger, ever 
impatient of reiteration, adds, if with veiled apology, his 
warm tribute. 

Mackery End still stands, a fine old farmhouse, yet notable 
in nothing beyond the fact that I-amb has lent the place a 
vicarious fame. 
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spring, to bewaU my celibacy. We agree pretty well 
in our tastes and habits — yet so, as " with a differ- 
ence.” We are genercdly in harmony, with occasional 
bickerings — as it should be among near relations. 
Our sympathies are rather understood, than ex- 
pressed; and once, upon my dissembling a tone in 
-my voice more kind than ordinary, my cousin burst 
into tears, and complained that I was altered. We 
are both great readers in different directions. While 
1 am hanging over (for the thousandth time) some 
passage in old Burton, or one of his strange con- 
temporaries, she is abstracted in some modern tale, 
or adventure, whereof our common reading-table is 
daily fed \vith assiduously fresh supplies. Narrative 
teases me. I have little concern in the progress of 
events. She must have a story — well, ill, or indiffer- 
ently told — so there be life stirring in it, and plenty of 
good or evil accidents. The fluctuations of fortune in 
fiction — and almost in real life — ^have ceased to inter- 
est, or operate but duUy upon me. Out-of-the-way 

My cousin (Bridget). Lamb’s sister, Mary, is intended. 

Narrative teases me. I.amb certainly disliked narrative. 
His one effort in the shape of a tale is Rosamund Gray, but 
the plot, reminiscent of Mackenzie's Mail of Feeling, has not 
the interest of the “ dainty sense of beauty just weaned 
from its palpable object" which permeates the tale. Tal- 
fourd, his first biographer, justly observes: " Lamb never 
possessed tlie faculty of constructing a plot either for drama 
or novel, and while he luxuriated in the humour of Smollett, 
the wit of Fielding, or the solemn pathos of Richardson, he 
was not amused, but perplexed, by the attempt to thread 
the windings of story which conduct to their most exquisite 
passages through the maze of adventure." 
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child, retains its authority over her mind still. She 
never juggles or pla3^ tricks mth her imderstanding. 

We are both of us inclined to be a little too positive; 
and I have observed the result of our disputes to be 
almost uniformly this — that in matters of fact, dates, 
and circumstances, it turns out, that I was in the 
right, and my cousin in the wrong. But where we 
have differed upon moral points; upon something 
proper to be done, or let alone; whatever heat of 
opposition, or steadiness of conviction, I set out wth, 
I am sure always, in the long nm, to be brought over 
to her way of thinking. 

I must touch upon the foibles of my Idnswoman 
rvith a gentle hand, for Bridget does not like to be 
told of her faults. She hath an awkward trick (to say 
no worse of it) of reading in company: at which times 
she will answer yes or no to a question without fully 
understanding its pmport — which is provoking, and 
derogatory in the highest degree to the dignity of 
the putter of the said question. Her presence of mind 
is equal to the most pressing trials of life, but wiU 
sometimes desert her upon trifling occasions. When 
the purpose requires it, and is a thing of moment, 
she can speak to it greatly; but in matters which are 
not stuff of the conscience, she hath been known 
sometimes to let slip a word less seasonably. 

Her education in youth was not much attended to; 
and she happily missed all that train of female 
garniture, which passeth by the name of accomplish- 
ments. She was tumbled early, by accident or design, 
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into a spacious closet of good old English reading, 
without much selection or prohibition, and browsed 
at will upon that fair and wholesome pasturage. Had 
I twenty girls, they should be brought up exactly 
in this fashion. I fcaow not whether their chance in 
wedlock might not be diminished by it; but I can 
answer for it, that it makes (if the worst comes to 
the worst) most incomparable old maids. 

In a season of distress, she is the truest comforter; 
but in the teasing accidents, and minor perplexities, 
which do not call out the xvill to meet them, she some- 
times maketh matters worse by an excess of participa- 
tion. If she does not alwa}i3 divide your trouble, upon 
the pleasanter occasions of life she is sure always 
to treble your satisfaction. She is excellent to be at 
play with, or upon a visit; but best, when she goes 
a journey mth you. 

We made an excursion together a few summers 
since, into Hertfordshire, to beat up the quarters 
of some of our less-known relations in that fine com 
country. 

The oldest thing I remember is Mackery End; or 
Mackerel End, as it is spelt, perhaps more properly, 
in some old maps of Hertfordshire; a farm-house, 
— delightfully situated within a gentle walk from 
Wheathampstead. I can just remember having been 
there, on a visit to a great-aunt, when I w'as a child. 

Good old'EnglisJi reading. Both Charles and his sister harl 
the run of llr. Saif s books, and, there is no doubt, made very- 
good use of their " brorvsing." 
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under the care of Bridget; who, as I have said, is 
older than myself by some ten years. I wish that I 
could throw into a heap the remainder of our joint 
e.^stences, that we might share them in equal division. 
But that is impossible. The house was at that time 
in the occupation of a substantial yeoman, who had 
married my grandmother’s sister. His name was 
Gladman. My grandmother was a Bruton, married 
to a Field. The Gladmans and the Brutons are still 
flourishing in that part of the .county, but the Fields 
are almost e.xtinct. More than forty years had elapsed 
since the visit I speak of; and for the greater portion 
of that period, we had lost sight of the other two 
branches also. Who or what sort of persons inherited 
Mackery End — kindred or strange folk — we were 
afraid almost to conjectvure, but determined some 
day to explore. 

By somewhat a circuitous route, taking the noble 
park at Luton in our way from St. Alban's, we arrived 
at the spot of our anxious curiosity about noon. The 
sight of the old farm-house, though every trace of it 
was effaced from my recollections, affected me mth 
a pleasure which I had not experienced for many a 
year. For though I had forgotten it, we had never 
forgotten being there together, and we had been 
talking of Mackery End all oim lives, till memory 
on my part became mocked with a phantom of 
itself, and I thought I knew the aspect of a place,- 
which, when present, O how unhke it was to that, 
which I had conjmed up so many times instead of it! 
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Still the air breathed balmily about it; the season 
was in the “ heart of Jime,” and I could say with 
the poet. 

But thou, that didst appear so fair 
To fond imagination, 

Dost rival in the light of day 
Her delicate creation I 

Bridget’s was more a waking bliss than mine, for 
she easily remembered her old acquaintance again — 
some altered features, of course, a little grudged 
at. At first, indeed, she was read}' to disbelieve for 
jo}'; but the scene soon re-confirmed itself in her 
affections — and she traversed every out-post of the 
old mansion, to the wood-house, the orchard, the 
place where the pigeon-house had stood (house and 
birds were alike flotvn) with a breathless impatience 
of recognition, which was more pardonable perhaps 
than decorous at the age of fifty odd. But Bridget 
in some things is behind her j'ears. 

The only thing left was to get into the house — 
and that was a difficulty whidi to me singty would 
have been insurmountable; for I am terribly shy 
in making myself known to strangers and out-of-date 
kinsfolk. Love, stronger than scruple, Nvinged my 
cousin in witliout me; but she soon returned with a 
creature that might have sat to a sculptor for the 
image of Welcome. It w’as the youngest of the Glad- 
mans; who, by marriage with a Bruton, had become 
mistress of the old mansion. A comely brood are the 
Brutons. Six of them, females, were noted as the 
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handsomest young women in the county. But this 
adopted Bruton, in my mind, was better than they 
all — ^more comely. She was bom too late to have 
remembered me. She just recollected in early life 
to have had their cousin Bridget once pointed out 
to her, climbing a stile. But the name of kindred, 
and of cousinship, was enough. Those slender ties, 
that prove slight as gossamer in the rending atmos- 
phere of a metropolis, bind faster, as we foimd it, 
in hearty, homely, loving Hertfordshire. In five 
minutes we were as tlioroughly acquainted as if we 
had been born and bred up together; were familiar, 
even to the calling each other by our Christian names. 
So Christians should call one another. To have seen 
Bridget, and her — ^it w’as like the meeting of the 
two scriptural cousins! There was a grace and 
dignity, an amplitude of form and stature, answering 
to her mind, in this farmer’s wife, which would have 
shined in a palace — or so we thought it. We were 
made welcome by husband and wife equally — ^^ve, 
and our friend that was with us. — I had ahnost 
forgotten him — but B. F. will not so soon forget 
that meeting, if peradventure he shall read this on 
the far distant shores where the Kangaroo haunts. 

B. F. Barron Field. The Essay on Distant Correspondents 
takes the form of a letter to this friend of his school days, 
who migrated to New South Wales to take up a judicial 
appointment. His First Fruits of Australian Poetry in the 
Examiner, i6th January, 1S20. are referred to in Lamb’s 
critical essays. Field ivrote a short memoir of Lamb in the 
Annual Biography and Obituarv (1836), which is praised by 
Talfourd. He’became later Chief Justice of Gibraltar. 
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The fatted calf was made ready, or ratlicr w:is 
already so, as if in anticipation of our coming ; and, 
after an appropriate glass of native \rine, never let 
me forget witlr what honest pride lliis hospitable 
cousin made us proceed to Wlieathampstead, to 
introduce ns (as some new-found rarity) to her 
mother and sister Gladmans, who did indeed know 
sometliing more of us, at a time when she ;ilmost 
knew notliing. — With what corresponding kindness 
we were received bj' them also — how Bridget's 
memory, exalted by the occasion, wanned into a 
thousand half-obliterated ri,H:ol!cction3 of tilings 
and persons, to my utter astonishment, and her 
own — and to the astoundment of B. F. who sat by, 
almost tlie only tiling that was not a cousin there, 
—old effaced images of more tlian half-forgotten 
names and circumstances still crowding back upon 
her, as words written in lemon come out upon 
exposure to a friendly warmth, — when I forget all 
this, then may my country cousins forget me; and 
Bridget no more remember, that in the days of 
weakling infancy I was her tender cliarge — as I 
have been her care in foolish manhood since — in 
those pretty pastoral walks, long ago. about ilackeiy' 
End, in Hertfordshire. 
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MODERN GALLANTRY 

In comparing modem with ancient manners, we 
are pleased to compliment ourselves upon the point 
of gallantry; a certain obsequiousness, or deferential 
respect, which we are supposed to pay to females, 
as females. 

I shall believe that this principle actuates our 
conduct, when I can forget, that in the nineteenth 
century of the era from which we date our civility, 
we are but just beginning to leave off the very 
frequent practice of whipping females in public, m 
common wth the coarsest male offenders. 

I shall believe it to be influential, when I can shut 
my eyes to the fact, that in England women are 
still occasionally — hanged. 

I shall believe in it, when actresses are no longer 
subject to be hissed off a stage by gentlemen. 

I shall believe in it, when Dorimant hands a fish- 
wife across the kennel; or assists the apple-woman 
to pick up her wandering fruit, which some imlucky 
dray has just dissipated. 

I shall believe in it, when the Dorimants in humbler 
life, who would be thought in their way notable 
adepts in this refinement, shall act upon it in places 

Dorimant. The genteel libertine of Etheregc’s Sir Fopliug 
Flutter. The original of the character was the Earl of Roch- 
ester, the licentious satirist and lyric poet. 
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where they are not known, or think themselves not 
observed— when I shall see the traveller for some 
rich tradesman part with his admired box-coat, to 
spread it over the defenceless shoulders of the poor 
woman, who is passing to her parish on the roof 
of the same stage-coach with him, drenched in the 
rain — when I shall no longer see a woman standing 
up in the pit of a London theatre, till she is sick and 
faint with the exertion, with men about her, seated 
at their ease, and jeering at her distress; till one, 
that seems to have more manners or conscience 
than the rest, significantly declares “ she should be 
welcome to his seat, if she were a little younger and 
handsomer." Place this dapper w'arehouseman, or 
that rider, in a circle of their own female acquaintance, 
and you shall confess you have not seen a politer- 
bred man in Lothbur}'. 

Lastly, I shall begin to believe that there is some 
such principle influencing our conduct, when more 
than one-half of the drudgery and coarse servitude 
of the world shall cease to be performed by women. 

Until that day comes, I shall never believe this 
boasted point to be anything more than a con- 
ventional fiction; a pageant got up between the 
se-xes, in a certain rank, and at a certain time of life, 
in which both find their account equally. 

I shall be even disposed to rank it among the 
salutary fictions of life, when in polite circles I shall 
see the same attentions paid to age as to youth, to 
homely features cs to handsome, to coarse com- 
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plexions as to clear — to the woman, as she is a woman, 
not as she is a beauty, a fortime, or a title. 

I shall believe it to be somethmg more than a 
name, when a weU-dressed gentleman in a well- 
dressed company can advert to the topic of female 
old age -without exciting, and intending to excite, a 
sneer: — ^when the phrases “ antiquated -virginity,'’ 
and such a one has “ overstood her market,” pro- 
nounced in good company, shall raise immediate 
offence in man, or woman, that shall hear them 
spoken. 

Joseph Paice, ,of Bread Street Hill, merchant, and 
one of the Directors of the South-Sea company — 
the same to whom Edwards, the Shakespeare com- 
mentator, has addressed a fine sonnet — was the only 
pattern of consistent gallantry I have met with. He 
took me under his shelter at an early age, and 
bestowed some pains upon me. I owe to his precepts 
and example whatever there is of the man of business 
(and that is not much) in my composition. It 
not his fault that I did not profit more. Though bred 
a Presbyterian, and brought up a merchant, he was 
the finest gentleman of his time. He had not one 
system of attention to females in the drawing-room, 
and another in the shop, or at the stall. I do not 
mean that he made no distinction. But he never 
lost sight of sex, or overlooked it in the casualities 

Joseph Paics. TaUourd supports Lamb, saying that the 
latter’s " account of Mr. Paice's politeness could be attested 
to tlie letter by living u-itnesses." 
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of a disadvantageous situation. I have seen him 
stand bare-headed — smile if you please — to a poor 
servant girl, while she has been inquiring of him the 
way to some street — in such a posture of unforced 
civility, as neither to embarrass her in the acceptance, 
nor himself in the offer, of it. He was no dangler, 
in the common acceptation of the word, after women: 
but he reverenced and upheld, in every form in which 
it came before him, womanhood. I have seen him — 
nay, smile not — tenderly escorting a market-woman, 
whom he had encountered in a shower, exalting his 
umbrella over her poor basket of fruit, that it 
might receive no damage, with as much carefulness 
as if she had been a Countess. To the reverend form 
of Female Eld he would yield the wall (though it 
were to an ancient beggar-woman) with more cere- 
mony than we can afford to show our grandams. He 
was the Preux Chevalier of Age; the Sir Calidore, 
or Sir Tristan, to those who have no Calidores or 
Tristans to defend them. The roses, that had long 
faded thence, still bloomed for him in those withered 
and yellow cheeks. 

He was never married, but in his' youth he paid 
his addresses to the beautiful Susan Winstanley — 
old Winstanley's daughter of Clapton — who dying 
in the early days of their courtship, confirmed in 
him the resolution of perpetual bachelorship.. It 
was during their short courtship, he told me, that 
he had been one day treating his mistress rvith a 
profusion of civil speeches — the common gallantries 
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— to wliicli kind of thing she had hitherto manifested 
no repugnance — ^but in this instance wth no effect. 
He could not obtain from her a decent acknowledg- 
ment in return. She rather seemed to resent his 
compliments. He could not set it do'wn to caprice, 
for the lady had always shown herself above that 
littleness. When he ventured on the foUowong day, 
finding her a little better humoured, to expostulate 
vith her on her coldness of yesterday, she confessed, 
with her usual frankness, that she had no sort of 
dislike to his attentions; that she could even endure 
some high-floiivn compliments; that a young woman 
placed in her situation had a right to expect aU sort 
of civil things said to her; that she hoped she could 
digest a dose of adulation, short of insincerity, rath 
as little injury to her humility as most yotmg women: 
but that — a httle before he had commenced his 
compliments — she had overheard him by accident, 
in rather rough language, rating a young woman, 
who had not brought, home his cravats quite to the 
appointed time, and she thought to herself, “As I 
am Miss Susan Winstanley, and a yovmg lady — a 
reputed beauty, and known to be a fortune, — can 
have my choice of the finest speeches from the mouth 
of this very fine gentleman who is courting me — but 
if I had been poor Mary Such-a-one {naming the 
milliner ), — and had failed of bringing home the 
cravats to th^ appointed hour — ^though perhaps 
I had sat up half the night to forward them — what 
sort of compliments shoizld I have received then? 
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— ^to wHch Mnd of thing she had hitherto manifested 
no repugnance — ^but in this instance wth no effect. 
He could not obtain from her a decent acknowledg- 
ment in return. She rather seemed to resent his 
compliments. He could not set it do%vn to caprice, 
for the lady had always sho%vn herself above that 
littleness. When he ventured on the following day, 
finding her a little better hmnoured, to expostulate 
with her on her coldness of yesterday, she confessed, 
with her usual frankness, that she had no sort of 
dislike to his attentions; that she could even endure 
some high-flown compliments; that a young woman 
placed in her situation had a right to expect all sort 
of civil things said to her; that she hoped she could 
digest a dose of adulation, short of insincerity, with 
as little injury to her hmnility as most yoimg women: 
but that — a little before he had commenced his 
compliments — she had overheard him by accident, 
in rather rough language, rating a young woman, 
who had not brought home his cravats quite to the 
appointed time, and she thought to herself, “ As I 
am Miss Susan Winstanley, and a young lady — a 
reputed beauty, and kno^vn to be a fortune, — I can 
have my choice of the finest speeches from the mouth 
of this very fine gentleman who is courting me — ^but 
if I had been poor Mary Such-a-one [naming ilie 
milliner ), — and had failed of bringing home the 
cravats to thq appointed hour — though perhaps 
I had sat up half the night to forward them — ^what 
sort of compliments should I have received then? 
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— ^to which kind of thing she had hitherto manifested 
no repugnance — ^but in this instance with no effect. 
He could not obtain from her a decent acknowledg- 
ment in return. She rather seemed to resent his 
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for the lady had always shown herself above that 
littleness. \Vhen he ventured on the following day, 
finding her a little better hmnomred, to expostulate 
with her on her coldness of yesterday, she confessed, 
with her usual frankness, that she had no sort of 
dislike to his attentions; that she could even endure 
some high-flown compliments; that a yoimg woman 
placed in her situation had a right to expect all sort 
of civil things said to her; that she hoped she could 
digest a dose of adulation, short of insincerity, wth 
as little injury to her humility as most young women: 
but that — a little before he had commenced his 
compliments — she had overheard him by accident, 
in rather rough language, rating a young woman. 
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— ^And my woman’s pride came to my assistance; 
and I thought, that if it were only to do va honour, 
a female, like mj-self, might have received handsomer 
Tisage: and I was determined not to accept any 
fine speeches, to the compromise of that sex, the 
belonging to which was after all my strongest claim 
and title to them.” 

I think the lady discovered both generosity, and 
a just way of thinking, in this rebuke which she 
gave her lover; and I have sometimes imagined, 
that the uncommon strain of courtegr, which through 
life regulated the actions and behaviour of my 
friend towards all of womankind indiscriminately, 
owed its happy origin to this seasonable lesson from 
the lips of his lamented mistress. 

I tvish the whole female world would entertain 
the same notion of these things that iCss Wfinstanley 
showed. Then we should see something of the spirit 
of consistent gallantry; and no longer witness the 
anomaly of the same man — pattern of true polite- 
ness to a vrife — of cold contempt, or rudeness, to a 
sister — the idolater of his female mistress — ^ihe 
disparager and despiser of his no less female aunt, 
hi- unfortunate — stiU female — ^maiden cousm. Just 
oh much respect as a woman derogates from her otvu 
in , iu whatever condition placed — her handmaid, 
him ^pendent — she deserves to have diminished from 
was df on'S^t score; and probably trill feel the 
he haotion, when youth, and h^uty, and advantages, 
profusionarable from sex, shall lose of their attraction. 



SIR WALTER RALEGH 


THE OLD BENCHERS 87 

a woman should demand of a man in court- 
ship, or after it, is first — ^respect for her as she is a 
woman; — and next to that — to be respected by him 
above all other women. But let her stand upon her 
female character as upon a foundation; and let the 
attentions, incident to individual preference, be so 
manj' pretty additaments and ornaments — ^as many, 
and as fanciful, as you please — to that main structure. 
Let her first lesson be — with sweet Susan Winstanle}'^ 
— to reverence her sex. 


THE OLD BENCHERS OF THE INNER 
TEMPLE 

I w.-is bom, and passed the first seven years of my 
life, in the Temple. Its church, its halls, its gardens, 
its fountain, its river, I had almost said — for in 
those young \'eais, what w^as this king of rivers to 
me but a stream ^at watered our pleasant places? 
— these are my oldest recollections. I repeat, to this 

The- Old Benchers of ihc Inner Temple. Lamb’s heart Viris in 
this, “ the most elegant spot in the metropolis.” He loved the 
cloistered seclusion of the Temple, and the student of his life 
■will find much that is of autobiographical \’alue in this Essay. 

Bencher. The benchers of an lim of Court are the co-optM 
members of the executive body of the society'. Twenty 
benchers, five from each of the four Inns (Middle Temple, 
Inner Temple. Lincoln's Iim, Gray’s Inn), form the Council 
of Legal Education. The name " bencher ” originates from 
the old moots of the Inns, by which provision was made lor 
the practical study of the Common I^w. In these moots or 
mock trials the senior members of the Society formed 'the 
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day, no verses to myself more frequently, or with 
Jdndlier emotion, than those of Spenser, where he 
speaks of this spot. 

There when they came, whereas those bricky towers. 

The which on Themmcs brode aged back doth nde. 
Where now the studious lawyers have their bowers. 

There whylome wont the Templar knights to bide. 

Till they decayd through pride. 

Indeed, it is the most elegant spot in the metropolis. 
What a transition for a countryman visiting London 
for the first time — the passing from the crowded 
Strand or Fleet Street, bj’ unexpected avenues, into 
its magnificent ample squares, its classic green re- 
cesses! What a cheerful, liberal look hath that 
portion of it, which, from tliree sides, overlooks the 
greater garden; that goodly pile 

Of building strong, albeit of Paper bight, 

confronting, with massy contrast, the lighter, older, 

bench, and were called masters of the bench or benchers. 
.\t the present day the benchers of each Inn decide all 
questions as to fitness, other than intellectual, of students 
to be called to the bar, and exercise a disciplinary power 
over all their members. They can refuse to admit an applicant 
for admission to membership of the Society, disbar a barrister 
and disbench one of their own number. The corporate pro- 
perty of each Inn is managed solely by the benchers, and Oiey 
determine the application of all fees paid by members. 

According to Barry Cornwall (Procter), all the " old 
benchers " in the Essay are imaginary characters. e.xcept 
Samuel Salt, as to whom sec the Biographical Sketch. 

Spenser. Lamb was steeped in the writings of the Eliza- 
bethans, and has been happily styled " The Last of the 
Elizabethans.” 



THE OLD BENCHERS 


Sg 

more fantastically shrouded one, named of Harcourt, 
with the cheerful Crown Office Row (place of my 
kindly engendmre), right opposite the stately stream, 
which washes the garden-foot with her yet scarcely 
trade-polluted w'aters, and seems but just w'eaned 
from her TTOckenham Naiades! a man would give 
something to have been bom in such places. What 
a collegiate aspect has that fine Elizabethan hall, 
where the fountain plays, which I have made to rise 
and fall, how many times! to the astoundment of the 
yoimg urchins, my contemporaries, who, not being 
able to guess as its recondite machinery, were almost 
tempted to hail the wondrous work as magic! \iffiat 
an antique air had the now' almost effaced sun-dials, 
with their moral inscriptions, seeming coevals wdth 
that Time which they measured, and to take their 
revelations of its ffight immediately from heaven, 
holding correspondence with the fountain of light! 
How would the dark line steal imperceptibly on, 
watched by the eye of childhood, eager to detect 
its movement, never catched, nice as an evanescent 
cloud, or the first arrests of sleep! 

All! -s et doth beauty like a dial-hand 
Steal from his figure, and no pace perceived ! 

Wffiat a dead thing is a dock, tvith its ponderous 
embowelments of lead and brass, its pert or solemn 
dullness of commimication, compared with the simple 
altar-like structure, and silent heart language of the 

CrownOffics How. Lamb’s old birthplace was demolished over 
fifty years ago, but the name of the buildings remains the same. 
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old dial! It stood as the garden god of Christian 
gardens. ’Why is it almost everywhere vanished? 
If its 'business use be superseded by more elaborate 
inventions, its moral uses, its beauty, might have 
pleaded for its continuance. It spoke of moderate 
labours, of pleasures not protracted after sunset, 
of temperance, and good hours. It was the primitive 
clock, the horologe of the first world. Adam could 
scarce have missed it in Paradise. It was the measure 
appropriate for sweet plants and dowers to spring by, 
for the birds to apportion their silver warblings by, 
for flocks to pasture and be led to fold by. The 
shepherd " carved it out quaintly in the sun and, 
turning philosopher by the very occupation, provided 
it with mottoes more touching than tombstones. 
It was a pretty device of the gardener, recorded by 
Marvell, who, in the days of artificial gardening, 
made a dial out of herbs and flowers. I must quote 
his verses a little higher up, for they are full, as all 
his serious poetry was, of a witty delicacy. They 
will not come in awkrvardly, I hope, in a talk of 
fountains and sun-dials. He is spealdng of sweet 
garden scenes: 

What wondrous life is this I lead 1 
Hipe apples drop about ray head. 

The luscious clusters of the vine 
Upon ray raouth do crush their rvine. 

The nectarine, and curious peach. 

Into my hands themselves do reach. 

Stumbling on melons, as I pass, 

Insnared with flowers, I fall on grass. 

Meanwhile the mind from, pleasure less 



THE OLD BENCHERS 91 

Withdraws into its happiness. 

The mind, that ocean, where each kind 
Does straight its own resemblance find; 

Yet it creates, transcending these. 

Far other worlds, and other seas; 

Annihilating all that’s made 

To a green thought in a green shade. 

Here at the fountain’s sliding foot. 

Or at some fruit tree’s mossy root. 

Casting the body’s vest aside. 

My soul into the boughs does glide; 

There, like a bird, it sits and sings. 

Then whets and claps its silver rvings; 

And, till prepared for longer flight. 

Waves in its plumes the various light. 

Flow well the skilful gardener drew. 

Of flowers and herbs, this dial new ! 

MTiore, from above, the. milder sun 
Does through a fragrant zodiac run : 

.-Vnd. as it works, the industrious bee 
Computes its time as well as we. 

How could such sweet and wholesome hours 
Be reckon’d, but with herbs and flowers? 

The artificial fountains of the metropolis are, in 
like manner, fast vanishing. Most of them are dried 
up, or bricked over. Yet, where one is left, as in that 
little green nook behind the South-Sea House, what 
a freslmess it gives to the dreary pile! Foiu: little 
winged marble boys used to play their virgin fancies, 
spouting out ever fresh streams from their innocent- 
wanton lips, in the square of Lincoln’s Inn, -when I 
was no bigger than they were figured. They are gone, 

]V/iat xi'oiidrotis life is this I lead I etc. These verses are 
quoted from Andrew Marvell’s Thoughts in a Garden, of 
which Palgrave says, “ It may be regarded as a test of any 
reader’s insight into the most poetical aspects of poetry.” 
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and the spring choked up. The fashion, they tell me, 
is gone by, and these things are esteemed childish. 
Why not then gratify children, by letting them stand? 
Lawyers, I suppose, were children once. They are 
awakening images to them at least Why must every* 
thing smack of man, and mannish ? Is the world ill 
grotra up? Is childhood dead? Or is there not in 
the bosoms of the wisest and the best some of the 
cluld’s heart left, to respond to its earliest enchant- 
ments? The figures were grotesque. Are the sdS- 
wigged living figures that still flitter and chatter 
about that area, less gothic in appearance? or is the 
splutter of their hot rhetoric one half so refreshing 
and innocent as the little cool plajTul streams those 
eccploded cherubs uttered? 

The}' have lately gothidsed the entrance to the 
Inner Temple hall, and the library front, to assimilate 
them, I suppose, to the body of the hall, which they 
do not at all resemble. WTiat is become of the winged 
horse that stood over the former? a stately arms! 
and who has removed those frescoes of the Virtaes, 
which Italianised the end of the Paper Buildings ? — 
my first hint of aU^oryl They must account to me 
for these things, which I miss so greatly. 

The terrace is, indeed, left, which we used to call 
the parade; but the traces are passed away of the 
footsteps which made its pavement awful! It is 


Gdhicisid ike Historj- repeats itself, for in 1905 

tha entrance to the Middle Temple Library was " gothidsed " 
by way of enlarging the accommodation. 
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become common and profane. The old benchers had 
it almost sacred to themselves, in the forepart of 
the day at least. They might not be sided or jostled. 
Their air and dress asserted the parade. You left 
wide spaces betvdxt you, when you passed them. 
We walk on even terms with their successors. The 

roguish eye of J 11, ever ready to be delivered of 

a jest, almost invites a stranger to vie a repartee rath 
it. But what insolent familiar durst have mated 
Thomas Coventry? — ^whose person was a quadrate, 
lus step massj' and elephantine, his face square as 
the lion’s, his gait peremptory and path-keeping, 
indivertible from his way as a moving column, the 
scarecrow of his inferiors, the brow-beater of equals 
and superiors, who made a_ solitude of children 
wherever he came, for they fled his insufferable 
presence, as they would have shunned an Elisha 
bear. His growl was as thunder in their ears, whether 
he spake to them in mirth or in rebuke, his invita- 
tory notes being, indeed, of all, the most repulsive 
and horrid. Clouds of snuff, aggravating the natural 
terrors of his speech, broke from each majestic nostril, 
darkening the air. He took it, not by pinches, but 
a palmfifl at once, diving for it under the mighty 

J U. Jekyll, a Master in Chancery, and later Master 

of the Rolls, and a name to be remembered by students of 
legal history for his account of Equity. Of his " roguishness,” 
the storj’ of the "deistical -vviiter, Thomas Chubb, of short 
stout figure, waiting at Jekyll’s table as a servant out of 
livery, is well Icnown, But if Chubb was intensely amusing 
at lus patron’s sideboard, his presence but confirms the 
excellence of Jekyll’s kindness of heart. 



ESSAYS OF ELIA. 


94 

flaps of Ms old-fasMoned waistcoat pocket; Ms waist- 
coat red and angry, Ms coat dark rappee, tinctured 
by dye original, and by adjuncts, with buttons of 
obsolete gold. And so he paced the terrace. 

By Ms side a milder form was sometimes to be 
seen; the pensive gentility of Samuel Salt. They were 
coevals, and had nothing but that and their bencher- 
ship in comrhon. In politics Salt was a whig, and 
Coventry a staunch toxy. Many a sarcastic growl 
did the latter cast out — ^for Coventry had a rough 
spinous humour — at the political confederates of his 
associate, wMch rebounded from the gentle bosom of 
the latter like cannon-balls from wool. You could xiot 
ruffle Samuel Salt. 

S. had the reputation of being a very clever man, 
and of excellent discernment in the chamber practice 
of the law. I suspect Ms knowledge did not amount 
to much. When a case of difficult disposition of 
money, testamentary or otherwise, came before him, 
he ordinarily handed it over mth a few instructions 
to Ms man Lovel, who was a quick little fellow, and 
would despatch it out of hand by the light of natural 
understanding, of which he had an uncommon share. 

Lovel. A sketch of Lamb’s father, who was attendant to 
the bencher, Samuel Salt. His turn for poetry is mentioned 
by Talfourd, who says that he wrote " some occasional 
verses to grace the festivities of a benefit society of which 
he was a member." These were published in a thin quarto, 
Poetical Pieces on Several Occasions. The History of Joseph, 
one of the poems, is, says Talfourd, " told in well-measured 
heroic couplets." For the most part these verses are simple 
in expression and correct in sentiment. 
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It was incredible what repute for talents S. enjoyed 
by th.e mere trick of gravity. He was a shy man; a 
child might pose liim in a minute — ^indolent and 
procrastinating to the last degree. Yet men w’ould 
give him credit for vast application in spite of himself. 
He was not to be trusted with himself wnth impunitj'. 
He never dressed for a dinner-party but he forgot 
his sword — ^the3' wore swords then — or some other 
necessary part of his equipage. Level had his eye 
upon him on all these occasions, and ordinaril\' gave 
him his cue. If there was anjdhing wlrich he could 
speak unseasonabl}^ he was sure to do it. — ^He was 
to dine at a relative’s of the unfortunate Miss Bland}' 
on the day of her execution; — and L.‘, who had a 
wary foresight of his probable hallucinations, before 
he set out, schooled liim .witlr great amviety not in 
any possible manner to allude to her story that day. 
S. promised faithfully to observe the injunction. He 
had not been seated in the parlour, where the com- 
panj' was expecting the dinner summons, four 
minutes, when, a pause in the conversation ensuing, 
he got up, looked out of window, and pulling domi 
his rufSe-s — an ordinary motion ndth him — observed, 
“ it was a gloomy day," and added, “ Miss Blandy 
must be hanged by this time, I suppose.” Instances 
of this sort were perpetual. Yet S. was thought by 
some of the greatest men of his time a fit person to 
be consulted, not alone in matters pertaining to the 
law, but in the ordinary niceties and embarrassments 
of conduct — from force of manner entirely. He never 
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were little calculated to improve, might have suffered 
severely if he had not had honest people about him. 
Lovel took care of everything. He was at once his 
clerk, his good servant, his dresser, his friend, his 
“ flapper,” liis guide, stop-watch, auditor, treasurer. 
He did nothing without consulting Lovel, or failed 
in anything wthout expecting and fearing his ad- 
monishing. He put himself almost too much in his 
hands, had they not been the purest in the world. 
He resigned his title almost to respect as a master, 
if L. could ever have forgotten for a moment that 
he was a 5er\’ant. 

I knew this Lovel. He was a man of an incor- 
rigible and losing honesty. A good fellow withal, 
and “would strike.” In the cause of the oppressed 
he never considered inequalities, or calculated the 
number of his opponents. He once wTCsted a sword 
out of the hand of a man of quality that had drawn 
upon him; and pommelled him severely %vith the 
hilt of it. The sword man had offered insult to a 
female — an occasion upon which no odds against 
him could have prevented the interference of Lovel. 
He would stand next day bare-headed to the same 
person, modestly to excuse his interference — for L. 
never forgot rank, where something better was not 
concerned. L. was the liveliest little fellow breathing, 
had a face as gay as Garrick’s, whom he was said 
greatly to resemble (I have a portrait of him which 
confirms it), possessed a fine tuin for humorous 
poetry — next to Swift and Prior — moulded heads 
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in clay or plaster of Paris to admiration, by the dint 
of natmral genius merely] turned cribbage boards, 
and such small cabinet toys, to perfection; took a 
hand at quadrille or bowls \vith equal facility; made 
punch better than any man of his degree in England; 
had the merri^t quips and conceits, and was alto- 
gether as brimful of rogueries and inventions as you 
could desire. He was a brother of the angle, more- 
over, and just such a free, hearty, honest companion 
as Mr. Isaac Walton would have chosen to go a 
fishing %vith. I saw him in his old age and the decay 
of his faculties, palsy-smitten, in the last sad stage 
of human weakness — “ a remnant most forlorn of 
what he was," — yet even then his eye would light up 
upon the mention of his favourite Garrick. He was 
greatest, he would say, in Bayes — “was upon the 
stage nearly throughout the whole performance, and 
as busy as a bee.” At intervals, too, he would speak 
of his former life, and how he came up a little boy 
h-om Lincoin to go to service, and io>y his mother 
cried at parting \vith him, and how he returned, after 
some few years’ absence, in his smart new livery to 
see her, and she blessed herself at the change, and 
could hardly be brought to believe that it ^vas “ her 
own bairn.” And then, the excitement subsiding, 
he would weep, till I have \vished that sad second- 
childhood might have a mother still to lay its head 
upon her lap. But the common mother of us all in 
no long time after received him gently into hers. 

With Coventry, and wth Sait, in their walks upon 
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the terrace, most commonly Peter Pierson would 
join, to make up a third. They did not walk linked 
arm-in-arm in those days — as now our stout 
triumvirs sweep the streets,” — but generally with 
both hands folded behind them for state, or tvith one 
at least behind, the other carrying a cane. P. was a 
benevolent, but not a prepossessing man. He had 
that in his face which you ccruld not term un- 
happiness; it rather imph'ed an incapacity of being 
happy. His cheeks were colourless, even to whiteness. 
His look was uninviting, resembling (but without 
his sourness) that of our great philanthropist. I 
know that he did good acts, but I could never make 
out what he icas. Contemporary with these, but 
subordinate, was Daines Barrington — another oddity 
-—he walked burly and square — ^in imitation, I think, 
of Coventry — how'beit he attained not to the dignity 
of his prototype, hlevertheless, he did pretty wed, 
upon the strength of being a tolerable antiquarian, 
and having a brother a bishop. IVhen the accoimt 
of his year’s treasurership came to be audited, the 
following singular charge was unanimously dis- 
allowed by the bench. “ Item, disbursed ilr. Allen, 
the gardener, twenty shillings, for stuff to poison the 
sparrows, by my orders.” Next to him was old 
Barton — a jolly negation, who took upon him the 
ordering of the bills of fare for the parliament 
chamber, where the benchers dine — answering to the 
combination rooms at college — much to the easement 
of his less epicurean brethren. I know nothing 
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more of him. — ^Then Read, and Twopenny — ^Read, 
good-humoured and personable — Twopenny, good- 
humoured, but thin, and felicitous in jests upon his 
own figure. If T. was thin, Wharry was attenuated 
and fleeting. Llany must remember him (for he was 
rather of later date) and his singular gait, which was 
performed by three steps and a jump, regularly 
succeeding. The steps were little efforts, like that of 
a child beginning to walk; the jump comparatively 
vigorous, as a foot to an inch. Wdiere he learned this 
figure, or what occasioned it, I could never discover. 
It was neither graceful in itself, nor seemed to answer 
the purpose any better than common walking. The 
extreme tenuity of Ms frame, I suspect, set him upon 
it. It was a trial of poising. Twopenny would often 
rally him upon his leanness, and hail him as Brother 
Lusty; but W. had no relish of a joke. His features 
were spiteful. I have heard that he would pinch Ms- 
cat's ears extremely, when an3itMng had offended 
him. Jackson — ^the onmisdent Jackson he was 
called — ^^vas of tMs period. He had the reputation of 
possessing more multifarious knowledge than any 
man of his time. He was the Friar Bacon of the less 
literate portion of the Temple. I remember a pleasant 
passage, of the cook applying to him, with much 
formality of apology, for instructions how to write 
down edg& bone of beef in his bill of commons. He 

Oiiiiiiscieni Jackson. Fitzgerald says that Dr. Johasoa 
thought this epithet io profane that he altered it to " all- 
knowing 
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succeeding. The steps were little efforts, like that of 
a child beginning to walk; the jump comparatively 
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it. It was a trial of poising. Twopenny would often 
rally him upon Ms leanness, and hail Mm as Brother 
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him. Jackson — the omniscient Jackson he was 
called — was of tMs period- He had the reputation of 
possessing more multifarious knowledge than any 
man of Ms time. He was the Friar Bacon of the less 
literate portion of the Temple. I remember a pleasant 
passage, of the cook applying to him, with much 
formality of apology, for instructions how to write 
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Omniscient Jackson. Fitzgerald says tliat Dr. Johnson 
thought this epithet ^ profane that he altered it to “ all- 
knowing." 
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was supposed to know, if any man in the world did. 
He decided the orthography to be — as I have given 
it — fortif3dng his authority with such anatomical 
reasons as dismissed the manciple (for the time) 
learned and happy. Some do spell it yet perversely, 
aitch bone, from a fanciful resemblance between its 
shape, and that of the aspirate so denominated, I 
had almost forgotten Mingay with the iron hand — 
but he was somewhat later. He had lost his right 
hand by some accident, and supplied it with a 
grappling hook, which he wielded with a tolerable 
adroitness. I detected the substitute, before I was 
old enough to reason whether it were artificial or not. 
I remember the astonishment it raised in me. He 
was a blustering, loud-talking person; and I re- 
conciled the phenomenon to my ideas as an emblem 
of power — somewhat like the horns in the forehead 
of Mcbael Angelo’s Moses. Baron Maseres, w'ho 
W'alks (or did till very lately) in the costume of the 
reign of George the Second, closes my imperfect 
recollections of the old benchers of the Inner Temple. 

Fantastic forms, whither are ye fled? Or, if the 
like of you exist, why exist they no more for me? 
Ye inexplicable, half-imderstood appearances, why 
comes in reason to tear away the preternatural mist, 
bright or gloomy, that enshrouded you ? Why make 
ye so sorry a figure in my relation, who made up to 
me — to my childish eyes — the mythology of the 
Temple? In those da3's I saw Go^, as “ old men 
covered with a mantle,” walking upon the earth. 
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Let the dreams of classic idolatry perish, — extinct 
be the fairies and fairy trumpery of legendary fabling, 
— ^in the heart of childhood, there will, for ever, 
spring up a %vell of innocent or wholesome superstition 
— the seeds of exaggeration %vill be busy there, and 
vital — from every-day forms educing the unknown 
and the uncommon. In that little Goshen there -svili 
be light, when the grown world flounders about in 
the darkness of sense and materiahty. While child- 
hood, and while dreams, reducing childhood, shall 
be left, imagination shall not have spread her holy 
wrings totally to fly the earth. 

P.S. I have, done injustice to the soft shade of 
Samuel Sait. See what it is to trust to imperfect 
memory, and the erring notice of childhood! Yet I 
protest I always thought that he had been a bachelor! 
This gentleman, R. N. informs me, married young, 
and losing his lady in child-bed, -within the first 
year of their imion, fell into a deep melancholy, from 
the effects of which, probably, he never thoroughly 
recovered. In what a new light does this place his 
rejection (0 call it by a gentler name!) of mild 
Snsan P , unravelling into beauty certain peculi- 

arities of this very shy and retiring character! 

R. N. Said to be meant for one Norris, a friend of the 
Lambs, and under-treasurer of the Inner Temple. His 
Christian name is variously given as Richard, Randal and 
Robert. There is another Norris of Christ’s Hospital men- 
tioned in the letter to Coleridge of 3rd October, 1796, wherein 
Lamb pours out his soul on the great tragedy of his life. 
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— Henceforth, let no one receive the narratives of 
Elia for true records 1 They are, in truth, but shadows 
of fact — verisimihtudes, not verities — or sitting but 
upon the remote edges and outskirts of history. He 
is no such honest chronicler as R. N., and would have 
done better perhaps to have consulted that gentle- 
man, before he sent these incondite reminiscences to 
press. But the worthy sub-treasurer — who respects 
his old and his new masters — ^would but have been 
puzzled at the indecorous liberties of Elia. The good 
man wots not, peradventure, of the hcence which 
Magazines have arrived at in this plain-speaking age, 
or hardly dreams of their existence beyond the 
Gentleman's — his furthest monthly excursions in this 
nature having been long confined to the holy ground 
of honest Urban's obituary. Jlay it be long before 
his own name shall help to swell those columns of 
unenvied flattery! — Meantime, 0 ye New Benchers 
of the Inner Temple, cherish him kindly, for he is 
himself the kindliest of human creatures. Should 
infirmities overtake him — he is yet in green and 
vigorous senility — -make allow'ances for them, re- 
membering that “ ye yourselves are old.” So may 
the Winged Horse, your ancient badge and cognisance, 
still flomish! so may future Hookers and Seldens 
illustrate your church and chambers! so may the 
sparrows, in default of more melodious quiristers, 
unpoisoned hop about your walks! so may the fresh- 
coloured and cleanly nursery maid, who, by leave, 
airs her playful charge in your stately gardens, drop 
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her prettiest blushing curtsy as ye pass, reductive 
of juvenescent emotion! so may the younkers of 
this generation eye you, pacing your stately terrace, 
uith the same superstitious veneration, with which 
the child Elia gazed on the Old Worthies that 
solemnised the parade before ye! 


GR.-\CE BEFORE JlEAT 

The custom of sa\nng grace at meals had. probably, 
its origin in the early times of the world, and the 
hunter-state of man, when dinner's were precarious 
tilings, and a full meal was something more tlian a 
common blessing ; when a belly-full was a windfall, 
and looked like a special providence. In the shouts 
and triumphal songs uith which, after a season of 
sharp abstinence, a lucky booty of deer’s or goat’s 
ilesh would naturally be ushered home, existed, 
perhaps, the germ of the modern grace. It is not 
otherwise easy to be understood, why tlie blessing 
of food — the act of eating — should have had a 
particular expression of thanksgiving anne.xed to it, 
distinct from that implied and silent gratitude witli 
which we are e.xpected to enter upon the enjojaneut 
of the many other various guts and good things of 
erdstence. 

I own trial I am disposed to sat' grace upon twenty 
otlier cccasions in the course of the da}' besides my 
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dinner. I want a form for setting out upon a pleasant 
walk, for a moonlight ramble, for a friendly meeting, 
or a solved problem. Why have we none for books, 
those spiritual repasts — a grace before Milton — a 
grace before Shjikespeare — a devotional exercise 
proper to be said before reading the Fairy Queen} 
— but, the received ritual having prescribed these 
forms to the solitary ceremony of manducation, I 
.shall confine my observations to the experience 
which I have had of the grace, properly so called; 
commending my new scheme for extension to a 
nidie in the grand philosophical, poetical, and per- 
chance in part heretical, liturgy, now compiling by 
my friend Homo Hiunanus, for the use of a certain 
snug congregation of Utopian Rabetesian Christians, 
no matter where assembled. 

The form then of the benediction before eating has 
its beauty at a poor man’s table, or at the simple 
and unprovocative repasts of children. It is here 
that the grace becomes exceedingly graceful. The 
indigent man, who hardly knows whether he shall 
have a meal the next day or not, sits down to his 
fare with a present sense of the blessing, which can 
be but feebly acted by the rich, into whose minds 
the conception of wanting a dinner could never, but 
by some e.xtreme theory, have entered. The proper 
end of food — the animal sustenance — is barely con- 
templated by them. The poor man’s bread is his 
daily bread, literally his bread for the day. Their 
courses are perennial. 
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Again, the plainest diet seems the fittest to he 
preceded by the grace. That which is least stimulative 
to appetite, leaves the mind most free for foreign 
considerations. A man ma3’’ feel thankful, heartity 
thankful, over a dish of plain mutton with turnips, 
and have leisure to reflect upon the ordinance and 
institution of eating ; when he shall confess a pertur- 
bation of mind, inconsistent with the purposes of 
the grace, at the presence of venison or turtle. Wflien 
I have sate (a rams hospes) at rich men’s tables, mth 
the savoury soup and messes steaming up the nostrils, 
and moistening the lips of the guests with desire 
and a distracted choice, I have felt the introduction 
of that ceremony to be unseasonable. With the 
ravenous orgasm upon you, it seems impertinent 
to interpose a religious sentiment. It is a confusion 
of purpose to mutter out praises from a mouth that 
waters. The heats of epicurism put out the gentle 
flame of devotion. The incense which rises round is 
pagan, and the belly-god intercepts it for his own. 
The verj^ excess of the provision beyond the needs, 
takes away all sense of proportion between the end 
and means. The giver is veiled by his gifts. You are 
startled at the injustice of returning thanks — for 
what ? — for having too much, w-'hile so many starve. 
It is to praise the Gods amiss. 

I have observed this awkwardness felt, scarce 
consciously perhaps, bjf the good man w'ho says 
the grace. I have seen it in clergymen and others 
— a sort of shame — a sense of the co-presence of 
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circumstances which rmhallow the blessing. After a 
devotional tone put on for a few seconds, how rapidly 
the speaker will fall into his common voice, helping 
himself or his neighbour, as if to get rid of some 
uneas}*- sensation of hypocrisy. Not that the good 
man was a hypocrite, or was not most conscientious 
in the discharge of the duty; but he felt in his inmost 
mind the incompatibility of the scene and the viands 
before him with the exercise of a calm and rational 
gratitude. 

I hear somebody exclaim, — Would you have 
Christians sit down at table, like hogs to their troughs, 
without remembering the Giver? — no — I would 
have them sit down as Christians, remembering the 
Giver, and less like hogs. Or if their appetites must 
run riot, and they must pamper themselves with 
delicacies for which east and west are ransacked, I 
would have them postpone their benediction to a 
fitter season, when appetite is laid; when the still 
small voice can be heard, and the reason of the grace 
returns — ^^wth temperate diet and restricted dishes- 
Gluttony and surfeiting are no proper occasions for 
thanksgiving. When Jeshurun waxed fat, we read 
that he kicked. Virgil knew the harpy-nature better, 
when he put into the mouth of Celseno anything but 
a blessing. We may be gratefully sensible of the 
deUciousness of some kinds of food beyond others, 
though that is a meaner and inferior gratitude: but 

Celisno, Chief of the Harpies in Classical ^rythology, and 
daughter of Heptane and Earth. 
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the proper object of the grace is sustenance, not 
relishes; daily bread, not deh cades; the means of 
life, and not the means of pampering the carcass. 
With what frame or composure, I wonder, can a city 
chaplain pronounce his benediction at some great 
Hall feast, when he knows that his last concluding 
pious word — and that, in all probability, the sacred 
name- which he preaches — is but the signal for so 
many impatient harpies to commence their foul 
orgies, with as little sense of true thankfulness 
(which is temperance) as those Virgilian fowl! It is 
weU if the good man himself does not feel his devo- 
tion a little clouded, those foggy sensuous steams 
mingling \vith and polluting the pure altar sacrifice. 

The severest satire upon full tables and surfeits 
is the banquet which Satan, in the Paradise Regained, 
provides for a temptation in the wilderness: 

A table richly .spread in regal mode, 

With dishes piled, and meats o£ noblest sort 
And savour; beasts of chase, or fowl of game. 

In pastry built, or from the spit, or boiled, 
Gris-amfaer-steamed ; all fish from sea or shore. 
Freshet or purling brook, for which was drained 
Pontus, and Lucrine bay, and Afric coast. 

The Tempter, I warrant you, thought these cates 
would go down tvithout the recommendatory preface 
of a benediction. They are like to be short graces 
where the devil plays the host. — I am afraid the 
poet wants his usual decorum in this place. ' Was he 
thinking of the old Roman luxury, or of a gaudy 
day at Cambridge? This was a temptation fitter 
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Theoretically I ani no enemy to graces; but 
practically I onm that (before meat especiallj’) they 
seem to involve something awkn-ard and unseason- 
able. Our appetite, of one or another kind, are 
excellent spurs to om reason, which might other^vise 
but feebh^ set about the great ends of pre5er\nng and 
continuing the species. They are fit blessings to be 
contemplated at a distance with a becoming grati- 
tude: but the moment of appetite (the judicious 
reader will apprehend me) is, perhaps, the least fit 
season for that exercise. The Quakers, who go about 
their business, of everj' description, uitii more 
calmness than we, have more title to the use of tliese 
benedictory* prefaces. I have alwaj-s admired their 
silent grace, and the more because I have observed 
their applications to the meat and drink following 
to be less passionate and sensual than ours. The 5 r 
are neither gluttons nor wine-bibbers as a people. 
They’^ eat, as a horse bolts his chopt hay*, with in- 
difference, cainmess, and cleanly circumstances. 
They neither grease nor slop themselves. When I 
see a citizen in his bib and tucker, I cannot imagine 
it a surplice. 

I am no Quaker at my food. I confess I am not 
indifferent to the lands of it. Those unctuot^ morsels 
of deer’s flesh were not made to be received y\ith 
dispassionate services. I hate a man who syvallows 
it, affecting not to know yvhat he is eating. I suspect 
his taste in higher matters. I shrink instinctivel}? 
from one who professes to like minced y*eal. There 
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is a pliysiogr.oniical character in the tastes for food. 

C holds that a man cannot have a pure mind 

who refuses apple^dumplings. I am not certain bat 
he is right, "mth the decay of my first innocence, I 
confess a less and less relish daily for those innocnons 
cates. The whole vegetable tribe have lost that 
gast with me. Onlt' I stidc to asparagus, whidi still 
seems to inspire gentle thoaghts. I am impatient 
and quemlons under culinary disappoiotments, as 
to come home at the dinner hour, for instance, 
expecting some savonn' m(ss, and to find one quite 
tasteless and sapidless. Bntrer iU melted — that 
commonest of Idtchea fadnrK — ^puts me beside my 
tenour. — The anthor of the Rambler used to roahe 
inarticulate animal noises ova" a favourite food. 
Was this the music quite proper xo be preceded b}' 
the grace or would ihe pious man have deme better 
to postpone his devotions to a season when the 
blessing mi^t be contemplated with less perturba- 
tion.’ I quarrel with no man's tastes, nor wonld 
set my thin face against those excehent things, in 
thdTwa\',joIlir\' and feasting. But as these exercises, 
however laudable, have little in them of grace or 
gracefubiKs, a man should be sure, before he ventures 
so to grace them, that while he is pretending his 
devotions otherwhere, he is not secretly kissing his 
hand to some great fish — his Dagon — with a special 
consecration of no ark hut the fat tureen before Mm. 
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Graces are the sweet preluding strains to the banquets 
of angels and children; to the roots and severer 
repasts of the Chartreuse; to the slender, but not 
slender!}' acknowledged, refection of the poor and 
humble man: but at the heaped-up boards of the 
pampered and the luxurious they become of dissonant 
mood, less timed and tuned to the occasion, methinks, 
than the noise of those better befittmg organs would 
be, which children hear tales of, at Hog's Norton. 
We sit too long at our meals, or are too curious in 
the study of them, or too disordered in our applica- 
tion to them, or engross too great a portion of those 
good things (which should be common) to our share, 
to be able uith any grace to say grace. To be thank- 
ful for what we grasp exceeding our proportion is 
to add hypocris}' to injustice. A Ixuldng sense of 
tills truth is what makes the performance of this 
duty so cold and spiritless a service at most tables. 
In houses where the grace is as indispensable as the 
napkin, who has not seen that never settled question 
arise, as to who shall say it; while the good man of 
the house and the visitor clergi'man, or some other 
guest belike of next authority from 5’ears or gravity, 
shall be bandying about the office between them 
as a matter of compliment, each of them not umrilling 
to shift the awkivard burthen of an equivocal dut}’ 
from his ovm shoulders ? 

I once drank tea in compani' irith two Methodist 
divines of different persuasions, whom it was m}' 
fortune to introduce to each other for the first time 
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that evening. Before the first cup was handed round, 
one of these reverend gentlemen put it to the other, 
with all due solemnity, whether he chose to say 
anything. It seems it is the custom with some sectaries 
to put up a short prayer before this meal also. His 
reverend brother did not at first quite apprdiend 
him, but upon an explanation, with little less im- 
portance he made answer, that it \vas not a custom 
known in his church: in rvhich courteous evasion 
the other acquiescing for good manners’ sake, or in 
compliance with a weak brother, the supplementary' 
or tea-grace was waived altogether. With what 
spirit might not Lucian have painted two priests, 
of his religion, playnng into each other’s hands the 
compliment of pedorming or omitting a sacrifice, — 
the hungry God meantime, doubtful of his incense, 
with expectant nostrils hovering over the two flamens, 
and (as between two stools) going away in the end 
without his supper. 

A short form upon these occasions is felt to want 
reverence; a long one, I am afraid, cannot escape 
the charge of imptertinence. 1 do not quite approve 
of the epigrammatic conciseness wth which that 
equivocal wag (but my pleasant school-fellow) 
C. Y. L,, when importimed for a grace, used to 
inquire, first slyly' leering down tlie table, " Is there 
no clergyman here?” significantly' adding, "thank 

C. f. i. Charles Yalentiac Ic Grice. Sec notes to Christ's 
ficspiluL This stor3' is attributed to many writers, and most 
commcnly to Theodore HooV. 
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G — Nor do I think our old fonn at school quite 
pertinent, where we were used to preface our bald 
bread and cheese suppers with a preamble, con- 
necting \\ith that humble blessing a recognition of 
benefits the most awful and overwhelming to the 
imagination which religion has to ofier. Ncm (unc 
illis eral locus. I remember we were ,put to it to 
reconcile the phrase " good creatures,” upon which 
the blessing rested, with the fare set before us, "svil- 
fuUy understanding that expression in a low and 
animal sense, — ^till some one recalled a legend, which 
told how in the golden days of Cl^fst's, the j’oung 
Hospitallers were wont to have smoking joints of 
roast meat upon their nightty boards, till some pious 
benefactor, commiserating the decencies, rather 
than the palates, of the children, commuted our 
flesh for garments, and gave us — horresco rejerens — 
trowsers instead of mutton. 


DRE.-i-Jf-CHILDREN; A REVERIE 

Childeex love to listen to stories about their elders, 
when they were children; to stretch their imagination 
to the conception of a traditionary great-imcle or 

Dream-Childrev,. There is a note of gentle resignation in 
this Essay '.vhich touches the deepest springs of pathos. For 
Lamb, that he might tend his unfortunate sister, gave up 
his lover with " eyes of watchet blue,” Alice Winterton, 
and for ever abjured the path of domestic bliss. Yet no man 
had a greater love of children, a feeling he shared in common 
with his great friend Coleridge. 
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grandame, whom they never saw. It was in this 
spirit that my little ones crept about me the other 
evening to hear about their great-grandmother Field, 
who lived in a great house in Norfolk (a hundred 
tim^ bigger than that in which thej' and papa lived) 
which had been the scene — so at least it was generally 
believed in that part of the country — of the tragic 
incidents which they had latel3' become familiar with 
from the ballad of the Children in the Wood, Certain 
it is that the whole story of the children and their 
cruel uncle tvas to be seen fairly carved out in wood 
upon the chimpey-piece of the great hall, the whole 
story down to '.the Robin Redbreasts, till a foolish 
rich person pidhed it down to set up a marble one of 
modem inventiom in its stead, with no story upon it. 
Here Alice put tout one of her dear mother’s looks, 
too tender to ba called upbraiding. Then I went 
on to say, how rMigious and how good their great- 
grandmother FieIcA was, how beloved and respected 
b}' every^jody, thoutgh she was not indeed the mistress 
of this gr^t house,\but had only the charge of it 
(and j^et iir^on;i5e-lwpects she might be said to be 
the mistress it too)^mmitted to her b}' the owner, 
who preferred \living i^ newer and more fashionable 
mansion which ^e had jmrchased somewhere in the 
adjoining countyK but staj she lived in it in a manner 
as if it had been H\er owm/tod kept up the dignity 
of the great house On a sorAwhile she lived, which 

Grcfli ywitsc i'll Norfolk. yBlakesware is intended. Seo note 
on VS'alter Piumer in the I^ssav SoulkSea House. 
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afterwards came to decay, and was nearly pulled 
doum, and aU its old ornaments stripped and carried 
away to the o^vner’s other house, where they were 
set up, and looked as awkward as if some one were 
to carry away the old tombs they had seen lately at 
the Abbey, and stick them up in Lady C.’s tawdry 
gilt drawing-room. Here John smiled, as much as to 
say, " that would be foolish indeed.” And then I 
told how, when she came to die, her funeral was 
attended by a concourse of all the poor, and some 
of the gentry too, of the neighbourhood for many 
miles round, to show their respect for her memorj^ 
because she had been such a good and religious 
woman; so good indeed that she knew all the 
Psaltery by heart, ay, and a great part of the Testa- 
ment besides. Here little Alice spread her hands. 
Then I told what a tall, upright, graceful person 
thdr great-grandmother Field once was; and how 
in her youth she was esteemed the best dancer — 
here Alice’s little right foot played an involuntary 
movement, till upon my looking grave, it desisted 
— ^the best dancer, I was saying, in the count}^ till 
a cruel disease, called a cancer, came, and bowed her 
douTi with pain; but it cordd never bend her good 
spirits, or make them stoop, but thej’’ were still 
upright, because she was so good and religious. Then 
I told how she was used to sleep bj' herself in a lone 
chamber of the great lone house: and how she 
believed that an apparition of two infants was to be 
seen at midnight gliding up and dowm the great 
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too along wth the oranges and the limes in that 
grateful warmth — or in watching the dace that 
darted to and fro in the fish-pond, at the bottom of 
the garden, udth here and there a great sidky pike 
hanging midway down the water in silent state, as 
if it mocked at their impertinent friskings, — I had 
more pleasure in these busy-idle diversions than in 
all the sweet flavours of peaches, nectarines, oranges, 
and such like common baits of children. Here John 
sUly deposited back upon the plate a bunch of grapes, 
which, not unobserved by Alice, he had meditated 
dividing with her, and both seemed willing to relin- 
quish them for the present as irrelevant. Then in 
somewhat a more heightened tone, I told how, 
though their great-grandmother Field loved all her 
grand-children, yet in an especial manner she might 

be said to love their uncle, John L , because he 

was so handsome and spirited a youth, and a king 
to the rest of us; and, instead of moping about in 
solitarj' comers, like some of us, he would mount 
the most mettlesome horse he could get, when but 
an imp no bigger than themselves, and make it carr}’ 
him half over the county in a morning, and join the 
hunters when there were any out — and yet he loved 
the old great house and gardens too, but had too 
much spirit to be always pent up witliin their boun- 
daries — and how their uncle grew up to man’s estate 
as brave as he was handsome, to the admiration of 

Great siitky pike. Canon Aingcr was particularly impressed 
with this wonderfully effective word-picture. 
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everybody, but of their great-grandmother Field . 
most especially; and hovr he used to cany^ me upon 
his back when I was a lame-footed boy — for he was 
a good bit older than me — ^manj’^ a mile when I could 
not walk for pain;— and how in after life he became 
lame-footed too, and I did not always (I fear) make 
allowances enough for him when he was impatient, 
and in pain, nor remember sufficiently how con- 
siderate he had been to me when I was lame-footed; 
and how when he died, though he had not been dead 
an hour, it seemed as if he had died a great while 
ago, such a distance there is betwixt life and death; 
and how I bore his death as I thought prett 5 ’^ well 
at first, but afterwards it haunted and haimted me ; 
and though I did not cry or take it to heart as some 
do, and as I think he would have done if I had died, 
yet I missed him all day long, and knew not till then 
how much I had loved him. I missed his kindness, 
and I missed his crossness, and wished him to be 
ali%'e again, to be quarrelling with him (for we 
quarrelled sometimes), rather than not have him 
again, and was as uneasy without hinr, as he their 
poor uncle must have been when the doctor took o2 
his limb. Here the children feU a crying, and asked 
if their little mourning w^hich thev had on was not 
for imcle John, and they looked up, and praved me 
not to go on about their rmcle, but to tell thpm some 

In a letter to Coleridge (3rd October, 1796) 
Cnarl^ generoTi«ily excludes Iiis brother from sharing in the 
maintenance of the family on account ot his bad leg.” 
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stories about their pretty dead mother. Then I told 
how for seven long 5’’ears, in hope sometimes, some- 
times in despair, 5’’et persisting ever, I courted the 

fair Alice W ^n; and, as much as children Could 

understand, I explained to tliem what co3mess, and 
difficultj’-, and denial meant in mmdens — ^when sud- 
denty, turning to Alice, the soul of the first Alice 
looked out at her eyes v.dth such a realitj'^ of re- 
presentment, that I became in doubt which of them 
stood there before me, or whose that bright hair ^vas; 
and while I stood gazing, both the children gradually 
grew fainter to my view, receding, and still receding 
till nothing at last but two mournful features ^vere 
seen in the uttermost distance, which, without 
speech, strangely impressed upon me the effects of 
sjreech; “ We ctre not of Alice,, nor of thee, nor are 
W'e children at all. The children of Alice call Bartnun 
father. We are nothing; less than nothing, and 
dreams. We are only what im'ght have been, and 
must w'ait upon the tedious shores of Lethe rtullions 
of ages before %ve have existence, and a name” — 
and immediately awaking, I found mj^self quietlj? 
seated in m}’^ bachelor armchair, where I had f^en 
asleep, with the faithful Bridget michanged by my 
side — but John L. (or James Elia} was gone for ever. 



122 


ESSAYS OF ELIA 


THE PRAISE OF CHIMNEY-SY'EEPERS 

I LIKE to meet a sweep — understand me — not a 
grown sweeper — old chimney-sweepers are by no 
means attractive — ^but one of those tender novices, 
blooming through their first nigritude, the maternal 
washings not quite effaced from the cheek — such as 
come forth with the dawn, or somewhat earlier, with 
their little professional notes sounding like the peep 
peep of a yotmg sparrow; or liker to the matin lark 
should 1 pronounce them, in their aerial ascents not 
seldom anticipating the sun-rise? 

I have a kindly yearning toward these dim specks 
— ^poor blots — ^innocent blacknesses — 

I reverence these young Africans of our own 
growth — ^these almost clergy imps, who sport their 
cloth tvithout assumption; and from their little 
pulpits (the tops of chimneys), in the nipping air of a 
December morning, preach a lesson of patience to 
mankind. 

When a child, what a mysterious pleasure it was 

Praise of Chimt;ey-Su.-eepcrs. This Essay as it appeared 
originally in The London Magazine had a sub-title " 'A May 
Day Effusion.” According to Canon Ainger, who justiv 
describes this Essaj- as a ” blaze of wit,” a Mjs. Montague 
anticipated James MTiite (Lamb’s old schoolfellow and 
author of Letters of Sir John Falstaff, Knt.) in ilay Day 
entertainments of chimney-sweeps, which she gave at her 
house in Portman Square. A Bill for Checking Abuses in the 
Employment of Chimney Boys was introduced into Parlia- 
ment some three j'ears after this Essay appeared. 
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to witness their operation! to see a chit no bigger 
than one’s self enter, one knew not by what process, 
into what seemed the fauces Averni — ^to pursue him 
in imagination, as .he went sounding on through so 
many dark stifling caverns, horrid shades ! — to 
shudder with the idea that " now, surely, he must be 
lost for ever! ” — ^to revive at hearing his feeble shout 
of discovered daylight — and then (O fulness of 
delight) running out of doors, to come just in time 
to see the sable phenomenon emerge in safety, the 
brandished weapon of his art victorious like some 
flag waved over a conquered citadel! I seem to 
remember having been told, that a bad sweep was 
once left in a stack wth his brush, to indicate which' 
wa}' the ^vind blew. It was an awful spectacle 
certainly: not much unlike the old stage direction in 
Macbeth, where the “ Apparition of a child crowned 
with a tree in his hand rises.” 

Reader, if thou meetest one of these small gentry 
in thy early rambles, it is good to give him a penny. 
It is better to give him two-pence. If it be starving 
weather, and to the proper troubles of his hard 
occupation, a pair of kibed heels (no unusual accom- 
paniment) be superadded, the demand on thy 
humanity will surely rise to a tester. 

There is a composition, the ground-work of which 
I have understood to be the sweet wood 'yclept 
sassafras. This wood boiled down to a kind of tea, 
and tempered uith an infusion of milk and sugar, 
hath to some tastes a delicacy beyond the China 
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luxury. I know not how thy palate may relislr it; 
for myself, TOth every deference to the judicious 
Mr. Read, who hath time out of mind kept open a 
shop (the only one he avers in London) for the 
vending of this " wholesome and pleasant beverage.” 
on the south side of FleefStreet, as thou approachest 
Bridge Street — Ihe only Salopian house , — I have 
never j'et ventrured to dip my own particular lip 
in a basm of his commended ingredients — a cautious 
premonition to the olfactories constantly whispering 
to me that my stomach must infallibly, with all due 
courtesy, decline it. Yet I have seen palates, other- 
wse not uninstructed in dietetical elegances, sup it 
up with a^idity. 

I know not by what particular conformation of 
the organ it happens, but I have always found that 
this composition is surprisingly gratifying to the 
palate of a young chimney-sweeper — whether the 
oily particles (sassafras is slightly oleaginous) do 
attenuate and soften the fuliginous concretions, 
which are sometimes found (in dissections) to adhere 
to the roof of the mouth in these unfledged practi- 
tioners; or whether Nature, sensible that she had 
mingled too much of bitter w’ood in the lot of these 
raw victims, caused to grow out of the earth her 
sassafras for a sw'eet lenitive — but so it is, that no 
possible taste or odour to the senses of a young 
chimney-sweeper can convey a delicate excitement 
comparable to this mixture. Being penniless, they 
will yet hang their black heads over the ascending 
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steaiu, to gratify one sense if possible, seemingty no 
less pleased than those domestic animals — cats — 
when they purr over a new-found sprig of r^erian. 
There is something more in these S3Tnpathie3 than 
philosophy can inculcate. 

Kow albeit ilr. Read boasteth, not without reason, 
that his is the wily Salopian house, yet be it known 
to thee, reader — ^if thou art one who keepest what are 
called good hours, thou art haply ignorant of the 
fact — ^he hath a race of industrious imitators, who 
from stalls, and under open skr*, dispense the same 
savomy mess to humbler customers, at that dead 
time of the dawn, when (as extremes meet) the rake, 
reeh'ng home from his midm'ght cups, and the hard- 
handed artisan leaving liis bed to resume the pre- 
mature labours of the day, jostle, not unfrequentty 
to the manifest disconcerting of the former, for the 
honoius of the pavement. It is the time when, in 
smnmer, between the expired and the not 3*et re- 
lumined kitchen-fir^, the kennels of our fair 
metropolis give forth their least satisfactorj'' odours. 
The rake, who wisheth to dissipate his o’er-night 
vapours in more grateful coffee, emses the ungenial 
fmne, as he passeth; but the artisan stops to taste, 
and bl^es the fragrant breakfast. 

This is Saloop — ^the precocious herb-woman's 
darling — the delight of the earl}’- gardener, who 
transports his smoking cabbages bj^ break of day 
from Hammersmith to Covent Garden's famed 
piazzas — ^the delight, and, oh I fear, too often the 
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envy, of the unpennied sweep. Hini shouldest thou 
haply encounter, with his dim visage pendent over 
the grateful steam, regale him with a sumptuous 
basin {it will cost thee but three halfpennies) and a 
shce of delicate bread and butter (an added half- 
penny — ^so may thy culinary fires, eased of the 
o’er-charged secretions from thy worse-placed hospi- 
talities, curl up a fighter volume to the welkin — 
so may the descending soot never taint thy costly 
well-ingredienced soups — nor the odious crj', quick- 
reaching from street to street, of the fired chimney, in- 
vite the rattling engines from ten adjacent parishes, to 
disturb for a casual scintillation thy peace and pocket ! 

I am bjf natiure extremety susceptible of street 
affronts; the jeers and taunts of the populace; the 
low-bred triumph they display over the casual trip, 
or splashed stocking, of a gentleman. Yet can I 
endure the jocularity of a young sweep vith some- 
thing more than forgiveness. — ^In the last winter but 
one, pacing along Cheapside with ni)'^ accustomed 
precipitation when I walk westw'ard, a treacherous 
slide brought me upon my back in an instant. I 
scrambled up with pain and shame enough — ^yet 
outwardly tiy^ing to face it do\vn, as if nothing had 
happened — ^%vhen the roguish grin of one of these 
young wits encountered me. There he stood, pointing 
me out TOth his dusky finger to the mob, and to a 
poor woman (I suppose his mother) in particular, 
till the tears for the exquisiteness of the fun (so he 
thought it) worked themselves out at the comers of 
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his poor red eyes, red from man}*^ a previous weeping, 
and soot-inflamed, yet twinlding through all with 
such a joy, snatched out of desolation, that Hogarth 

^but Hogarth has got him already (how could he 

miss him?) in the March to Finchley, grinning at the 

pie-man ^there he stood, as he stands in the 

picture, irremovable, as if the jest was to last for 
ever — with such a maximum of glee, and minimum 
of mischief, in his mirth — ^for the grin of a genuine 
sweep hath absolutely no malice in it — ^that I could 
have been content, if the honour of a gentleman 
might endure it, to have remained his butt and his 
mockery till midnight. 

I am b}' theor}'’ obdurate to the seductiveness of 
what are called a fine set of teeth. Every pair of 
rosy lips (the ladies must pardon me) is a casket, 
presumably holding such jewels; but, methinks, 
they should take leave to “ air them as frugally 
as possible. The fine lady, or fine gentleman, who 
show me their teeth, show me bones. Yet must I 
confess, that from the mouth of a true sweep a 
display (even to ostentation) of those white and 
sliining ossifications, strikes me as an agreeable 
anomaly in manners, and an allowable piece of 
foppery. It is, as when 

A sable cloud 

Turns forth her silver lining on the night. 

A sable elmd, etc. The lines in Milton are; 

Was I deceived, or did a sable cloud 
Turn forth her sOver lining on the night? 

Contus, 221. 
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It is like some remnant of gentry not quite extinct; 
a badge of better days; a hint of nobilitj’-; — and. 
doubtless, under the obscuring darkness and double 
night of their forlorn disguisement, oftentimes 
lurketh good blood, and gentle conditions, derived 
from lost ancestrj^ and a lapsed pedigree. The pre- 
mature apprenticements of these tender victims- 
give but too mucli encouragement, I fear, to clandes- 
tine, and ahnost infantile abductions; the seeds of 
civility and true courtesy, so often discernible in 
these young grafts (not othemise to be accounted 
for), plainly hint at some forced adoptions; man5'^ 
noble Rachels mourning for their children, eveu in 
our da\s, countenance the fact; the tales of fairy- 
spiriting may shadow a lamentable verity, and the 
recover}' of tlie young Montagu be but a solitary 
instance of good fortune, out of man}' irreparable 
and hopeless defiliations. 

In one of the state beds at Arundel Castle, a few 
years since — under a ducal canopy — (that seat of 
the Howards is an object of curiosity to visitors, 
chiefly for its beds, in ■which the late duke was 
especially a connoisseur) — encircled with curtains of- 
clclicatest crimson, with starry coronets inw'oven — 
folded between a pair of sheets whiter and softer 
than the lap where Venus lulled Ascanius — w'as 
discovered by chance, after all methods of search 
had failed, at noon-day, fast asleep, a lost chimney- 

Aritr.dct Castle. Fitzgerald states -that there is no recol- 
lection oi any such legend in the Howard family. 
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s%veeper. The little creature, having somehow con- 
founded his passage among the intricacies of tliose 
lordly chimneys, by some unknown aperture had 
alighted upon this magnificent chamber; and, tired 
vith his tedious explorations, was unable to resist 
the delicious invitement to repose, which he there 
saw exhibited; so, creeping between the sheets very 
quietly, laid his black head upon the pillow, and slept 
like a young Howard. 

Such is tlie account given to the visitors at the 
Castle. — But I cannot help seeming to perceiv'e a 
confirmation of what I have just hinted at in this 
story. A high instinct was at work in the case, or I 
am mistaken. Is it probable that a poor child of that 
description, with whatever weariness he. might be 
visited, would have ventured, under such a penalty, 
as he would be taught to expect, to uncover tlie 
sheets of a Duke’s bed, and deliberately to lay himself 
down between them, when the rug, or the carpet, 
presented an obvious couch, still far above his pre- 
tensions — ^is this probable, I would ask, if tlie great 
power of nature, which I contend for, had not been 
manifested within liim, prompting to the adventure? 
Doubtless tins young nobleman (for such my mind 
misgives me that he must be) was allured by some 
memory, not amounting to full consdousness, of his 
condition in infancy, when he was used to be lapt 
by his mother, or his nurse, in just such sheets as 
he there found, into v.'hidi he was but now creeping 
back as into his proper incunabula, and resting-place. 
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—By no other theory, than by this sentiment of a 
pre-existent state (as I may call it), can I explain a 
deed so venturous, and, indeed, upon any other 
system, so indecorous, in his tender, but unseason- 
able, sleeper. 

My pleasant friend Jem White was so impressed 
with a belief of metamorphoses like this frequently 
taking place, that in some sort to reverse the wrongs 
of fortune in these poor changelings, he instituted an 
annual feast of chimney-sweepers, at which it was 
his pleasiure to officiate as host and waiter. It was a 
solemn supper held in Smithfield, upon the yearly 
return of the fair of St. Bartholomew. Cards were 
issued a week before to the master-sweeps in and 
about the metropolis, confining the invitation to 
their younger fry. Now and then an elderly stripling 
would get in among us, and be good-naturedly 
winlced at; but our main body were infantry. One 
unfortunate wight, indeed, who relying upon his 
dusky suit, had intruded himself into om’ parly, but 
by tokens was providentially discovered in time to 
be no chimney-sweeper (all is not soot which looks 
so), was quoited out of the presence with universal 
indignation, as not having bn the wedding garment ; 
but in general the greatest harmony prevailed. The 
place chosen was a spot among the pens, at the north 
side of the fair, not so far distant as to be impervious 
to the agreeable hubbub of that vanity; but remote 
enough not to be obvious to the interruption of every 
Jem White. See the Biographical Sketch. 
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gaping spectator in it. The guests assembled about 
seven. In those little temporary parlours three tables 
were spread mth napery, not so fine as substantial, 
and at every board a comely .hostess presided \vith 
her pan of hissing sausages. The nostrils oi the young 
rogues dilated at the savour. Jajies White, as head 
waiter, had charge of the first table; and myself, 
wth our trusty companion Bigod, ordinarily minis- 
tered to the other two. There was clambering and 
jostling, jmu may be siu-e, who should get at the 
first table — ^for Rochester in his maddest da5^ could 
not have done the hiunours of the scene with more 
spirit than my friend. After some general expression 
of thanks for the honour the company had done 
iiim, his inaugural ceremony was to clasp the greasy 
w'aist of old Dame Ursula (the fattest of the three), 
that stood frying and fretting, half-blessing, half- 
cursing “ the gentleman,” and imprint upon her 
chaste lips a tender salute, whereat the universal 
host w'ould set up a shout that tore the concave, 
while hundreds of grinning teeth startled the night 
-svith their brightness. O it was a pleasure to see the 
sable 5'ounkers lick in the unctuous meat, \vith his 
more imctuous sayings — ^how’ he w^ould fit the tit-bits 
to the puny mouths, reserving the lengthier links 
for the seniors — ^how he would intercept a morsel 

Bigod. Jotin. Fenwick, a newspaper associate of Lamb’s 
earlier comivial days. He edited several unsuccessful news- 
papers in quick succession, and was the " author of many 
libels, which did his employers no good and His ^Majesty’s 
government no harm " (Talfourd). 
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even in the jaw’s of some 5’oung desperado, declaring 
it “ must to the pan again to be browned, for it was 
not fit for a gentleman’s eating”— how he would 
recommend this slice .of white bread, or that piece 
of Mssing-crust, to a tender juvenile, advising them 
all to have a care of cracking their teeth, which were 
their best patrimony, — how genteeUy he would deal 
about the small ale, as if it were svine, naming the 
brewer, and protesting, if it were not good he should 
lose their custom ; with a special recommenda- 
tion to "wipe tire lip before drinking. Then we had 
our toasts — “The King,” — ^the “Cloth,” — which, 
whether they understood or not, %vas equally diverting 
and flattering; — and lor a crowning sentiment, 
which never failed, “ May the Brush supersede the 
Laurel.” All these, and fifty other fancies, w'hich 
were rather felt than comprehended by his guests, 
would he utter, standing upon tables, and prefacing 
every sentiment unth a " Gentlemen, give me leave 
to propose so and so,” which was a prodigious comfort 
to those young orphans; ever5’ nov.’ and then stuffing 
into his mouth (for it did not do to be squeamish on 
these occasions) indiscriminate pieces of those reeking 
sausages, which pleased them mightily, and was the 
savouriest part, you may believe, of the entertain- 
ment. 

Golden lads and lasses must. 

As chimney-svreepers, come to dust — 

James White is extinct, and with him these suppers 
have long ceased. He carried away with him half the 



DISSERTATION ON ROAST PIG 133 

fun of the world when he died — of my world at least. 
His old clients look for him among the pens; and, 
missing him, reproach the altered feast of St. 
Bartholomew, and the glory of Smithfield departed 
for ever. 


A DISSERTATION UPON ROAST PIG 

Mankind, says a Chinese manuscript, which my 
friend M. was obliging enough to read and explain 
to me, for the first seventy thousand ages ate their 
meat raw, cla-wing or biting it from the living animal, 
just as they do in Abyssinia to this day. This period 
is not obscurely hinted at by their great Confucius 
in the second chapter of his Mtmdane Mutatiom, 
where he designates a kind of golden age by the term 
Cho-fang, literally the Cook’s holiday. The manu- 
script goes on to say, that the art of roastmg, or 
rather broiling (which I take to be the elder brother) 
was accidentally discovered in the manner following. 
The swine-herd, Ho-ti, having gone- out into the 
woods one morning, as his manner was, to collect 
mast for his hogs, left his cottage in the care of his 

M. Thomas Manning. It is said that Lamb admitted 
borrowing the idea of this Essa}' or tale from Thomas Man- 
ning, who lived for some years in China. (Cf. Letter to 
Planning, gth iMarch, 1822.) Hazlitt says there was an Italian 
poem entitled The Praises of Potk. 

It is the only piece in the Essays of a narrative order, 
and seems to be a satire on the evolutionary method. 
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eldest son Bo-bo, a great lubberly boy, who being 
fond of plajdng with fire, as younkers of his age 
commonly are, let some sparks escape into a bundle 
of straw, which kindling quickly, spread the con- 
flagration over every part of their poor mansion, 
till it was reduced to ashes. Together wth the 
cottage (a sorry antediluvian make-shift of a building, 
you may think it), what was of much more im- 
portance, a fine litter of new-farrowed pigs, no less 
than nine in number, perished. China pigs have 
been esteemed a luxury all over the East from the 
remotest periods that we read of. Bo-bo was in 
utmost consternation, as you may think, not so much 
for the sake of the tenement, which his father and he 
could easily build up again with a few dry branches, 
and the labour of an hour or two, at any time, as 
for the loss of the pigs. While he was thiriking what 
he should say to his father, and wringing his hands 
over the smoking remnants of one of those untimely 
sufferers, an odour assailed his nostrils, unlike anj^ 
scent which he had before experienced. Wdiat could 
it proceed .from? — not from the burnt cottage — 
he had smelt that smell before — indeed this was by 
no means the first accident of the kind which had 
occurred through the negligence of this unlucky 
young fire-brand. Much less did it resemble that of 
any kno\vn herb, weed, or flower. A premonitory 
moistening at the same time overflowed his nether 
lip. He knew not what to think. He next stooped 
down to feel the pig, if there were any signs of life 
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in it. . He burnt his fingers, and to cool them he 
applied them in his booby fashion to his mouth. 
Some of the crums of the scorched skin had come 
away with his fingers, and for the first time in his 
life) in the world’s life indeed, for before him no man 
had known it) he tasted — cracklhigl Again he felt 
and fumbled at the pig. It did not burn him so much 
now, stiU he hcked his fingers from a sort of habit, 
llie truth at length broke into his slow understanding, 
that it was the pig that smelt so, and the pig that 
tasted so delicious; and, surrendering himself up 
to the newborn pleasure, he fell to tearing up whole 
handfuls of the scorched skin with the flesh next it, 
and was cramming it down his throat in his beastly 
fashion, when his sire entered amid the smoking 
rafters, armed wth retributory cudgel, and finding 
hoAV affairs stood, began to rain blows upon the 
young rogue’s shoulders, as thick as hailstones, 
which Bo-bo heeded not any more than if they had 
been flies. The tickling pleasure which he experienced 
in his lower regions, had rendered him quite caUous 
to any inconveniences he might feel in those remote 
quarters. His father might lay on, but he could 
not beat him from his pig, till he had fairly made 
an end of it, wheh, becoming a little more sensible 
of his situation, something like the following dialogue 
ensued. 

“You graceless whelp, what have you got there 
devoming? Is it not enough that you have burnt 
me down three houses \vith your dog’s tricks, and 
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be hanged to you, but you must be eating fire, and 
I know not what— what have you got there, I say? " 

“ 0, father, the pig, the pig, do come and taste 
how nice the burnt ])ig cats." 

The cars of Ho-ti tingled witli horror. He cursed 
his son, and he cursed himself that ever he should 
beget a son that should eat burnt pig. 

Bo-bo, whose scent was wonderfully sharjrencd 
since morning, soon raked out another pig, and 
fair]}' rending it asunder, thrust the lesser half by 
main force into the fists of Ho-ti, still shouting out 
"Eat, eat, eat the burnt pig, father, only taste — 
0 Lord," — ^uith such-like barbarous ejaculations, 
cramming all the while as if he would choke. 

Ho-ti trembled every joint while he grasped the 
abominable thing, wavering whether he should not 
put his son to death for an unnatural young monster, 
when the crackling scorching his fingers, as it had 
done his son’s, and apphung the same remedy to 
them, he in his turn tasted some of its flavour, winch, 
make what sour mouths lie ivould for a pretence, 
proved not altogether displeasing to him. In con- 
clusion (for the manuscript here is a little tedious), 
both father and son fairly sat down to the mess, and 
never left off till they had despatched all that re- 
mained of the litter. 

Bo-bo was strictly enjoined not to let the secret 
escape, for the neighbours would certainly have 
stoned them for a couple of abominable wretches, 
who could think of improving upon the good meat 



DISSERTATION ON ROAST PIG 137 

which God had sent them. Nevertheless, strange 
stories got about. It was observed that Ho-ti’s 
cottage was burnt down now more frequently than 
ever. Nothing but fires from this time forward. Some 
would break out in broad day, others in the night- 
time. As often as the sow farrowed, so sure was the 
house of Ho-ti to be in a blaze; and Ho-ti liimself, 
which was the more remarkable, instead of chastising 
his son, seemed to grow more indulgent to him than 
ever. At length they were watched, the terrible 
mj'stery discovered, and father and son summoned 
to take their trial at Pekin, then an inconsiderable 
assize to^vn. E\’idence was given, the obnoxious 
food itself produced in court, and verdict about to 
be pronotmced, when the foreman of the jury begged 
that some of the burnt pig, of which the culprits 
stood accused, might be handed into the box. He 
handled it, and they all handled it, and burning 
their fingers, as Bo-bo and his father had done before 
them, and nature prompting to each of them the 
same remedy, against the face of aU the facts, and 
the clearest charge which judge had ever given, — 
to the surprise of the whole court, to\vnsfolk, stran- 
gers, reporters, and all present — vdthout leaving the 
box, or any manner of consultation whatever, they 
brought in a simultaneous verdict of Not Guilty. 

The judge, who was a shrewd fellow, vinked at 
the matufest iniquity of the decision: and, when 
tlie court was dismissed, went privily, and bought 
up ail the pigs that could be had for love or money. 
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In a few days his Lordship’s town house was obser%'cd 
to be on fire. The thing took wing, and now tliere 
was nothing to he seen but fires in evert' direction. 
Fuel and pigs grew enormously dear all over the 
district. The insurance offices one and all shut up 
shop. People built slighter and slighter every day, 
until it was feared that the very science of ardiitecture 
would in no long time be lost to the world. Thus 
this custom of firing houses continued, till in process 
of time, sat'S my manuscript, a sage arose, like our 
Locke, who made a discovery, that the flesh of 
strine, or indeed of any other animal, might be 
cooked {buT7il, as they called it) tvithout the necessity 
of consuming a whole house to dress it. Tlien first 
began the rude form of a gridiron. Roasting by the 
string, or sjiit, came in a centuit' or two later, I 
forget in whose dynasty. By such slow dr^ees, 
concludes the manuscript, do the most useful, and 
seemingly the most obvious arts, make their way 
among mankind. 

Without placing too implicit faith in the account 
above given, it must be agreed, that if a worthy 
pretext for so dangerous an experiment as setting 
houses on fire (especially in these days) could be 
assigned in favour of any culinary object, that pre- 
text and excuse might be found in ro.'*ist pig. 

Of ail the delicacies in the whole mnndus edibilis, 
I win maintain it to be the most delicate — princeps 
obsoniorutn. 

I speak not of your grown porkers — ^things between 
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pig and pork — those hobbydehoys — ^but a young and 
tender suckling — ^under a moon old — ^guiltless as 
yet of the sty — ^with no original speck of the amor 
im 7 niinditics, the hereditary failing of the first pcffent, 
3’’et manifest — ^his voice as yet not broken, but 
something between a childish treble, and a grumble 
— ^the mild forerunner, or prcelitdiiim, of a grunt. 

He 77 mst he roasted. I am not ignorant that our 
ancestors ate them seethed, or boiled — but what a 
sacrifice of the exterior tegument! 

There is no flavour comparable, I will contend, 
to that of the crisp, tawny, weU-watched, not over- 
roasted, crackling, as it is well called — the very teeth 
are invited to their share of the pleasure at this 
banquet in overcoming the coy, brittle resistance — 
with the adhesive oleaginous — O call it not fat — ' 
but an indefinable sweetness grooving up to it — the 
tender blossoming of fat — ^fat cropped in the bud — 
taken in the shoot — ^in the first innocence — ^the cream 

and quintessence of the child-pig’s yet pure food 

the lean, no lean, but a kind of animal manna — or, 
rather, fat and lean, (if it must be so) so blended and 
running into each other, that both together make 
but one ambrosian result, or common substance. 

Behold him, while he is doing — ^it seemeth rather 
a refreshing warmth, than a scorching heat, that he 
is so passive to. How equably he twirleth round the 
string! — ^Now he is just done. To see the extreme 
sensibility of that tender age, he hath wept out his 
prettj?^ eyes — ^radiant jellies — ^shooting stars — 
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See him in the dish, his second cradle, how meek 
he lieth ! — ^wouldst thou have had this innocent grow 
up to the grossness and indocility which too often 
accompany maturer swinehood ? Ten to one he would 
have proved a glutton, a sloven, an obstinate, dis- 
agreeable animal — wallowing in all manner of filthy 
conversation — ^from these sins he is happily snatched 
away — 

Ere sin. could blight, or sorrow fade. 

Death came with timely care — 

liis memory is odoriferous — no cloum curseth, while 
his stomach half rejecteth, the rank bacon — ^no coal- 
heaver bolteth him in reeking sausages — ^he hath a 
fair sepulchre in the grateful stomach of the judicious 
epicure — and for such a tomb might be content 
to die. 

He is the best of sapors. Pine-apple is great. She 
is indeed almost too transcendent — a delight, if not 
sinful, yet so like to sinning, that reallj' a tender- 
conscienced person would do well to pause — ^too 
ravishing for mortal taste, she woundeth and ex- 
coriateth the lips that approach her — ^like lovers’ 
kisses, she biteth — she is a pleasure bordering on 
pain from the fierceness and insanity of her relish — 
but she stoppeth at the palate — she meddleth not 
with the appetite — and the coarsest hunger might 
barter her consistently for a mutton chop. 

Pig — ^let me speak his praise — ^is no less provocative 
of the appetite, than he is satisfactory to the critical- 
Erc sin, cic. Erom Coleridge's poem. Epitaph on an Infant. 
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ness of the censorious palate. The strong man may 
batten on him, and the \reaMing refuseth not his 
mUd juices. 

Unlike to mankind’s mixed characters, a bundle 
of virtues and vices, inexplicably intertwisted, and 
not to be unravelled without hazard, he is — good 
throughout. No part of him is better or worse than 
another. He helpeth, as far as his little means extend, 
all around. He is the least envious of banquets. He 
is aU neighbours’ fare. 

I am one of those, who freely and ungrudgingly 
impart a share of the good things of this life which 
fall to their lot (few as mine are in this kind) to a 
friend. I protest I take as great an interest in my 
friend’s pleasures, his relishes, and proper satis- 
factions, as in mine owm. " Presents,” I often say, 
" endear Absents.” Hares, pheasants, partridges, 
snipes, bam-door chickens (those " tame villatic 
fowl ”), capons, plovers, brawn, barrels of oysters, 
Pdispense as freely as I receive them. I love to taste 
them, as it were, upon the tongue of my friend. But 
a stop must be put somewhere. One would not, like 
Lear, “ give everything.” I make my stand upon 
pig. Slethinks it is an ingratitude to the Giver of all 
good flavours, to extra-domiciliate, or send out of 
the house, slightinglj’- (imder pretext of friendship, 
or I know not what), a blessing so particularly 
adapted, predestined, I may say, to my individud 
palate — It argues an insensibility. 

I remember a touch of conscience in this kind at 
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garlic; you cannot poison them,, or make them 
stronger than tliey are— hut consider, he is a weakling 
—a flower. 


THE OLD MARGATE HOY 

I A!.; fond of passing my vacation {I believe I ha%'e 
said so before) at one or other of the Universities. 
Ke.’ct to thc*sc my choice would fix me at some vroody 
spot, Eudi as tlie neighbourhood of Henley affords in 
abundance, on the banks of my beloved Thames. 
But somehow or other my cousin contrives to wheedle 
me once in three or four seasons to a watering-place. 
Old attachments cling to her in spite of experience. 
\Vc have been dull at Worthing one summer, duller 
at Brighton another, dullest at Eastboum, a third, 
and are at this moment doing drear^'' penance at — 
Haslingsl — and all because we were liapp}' many 
years ago for a brief week at Margate. That was our 
first sea-side experiment, and nianj' circumstances 
combined to make it the most agreeable holyday of 
my life. We had nrithcr of us seen the sea, and we had 
never been from home so long togetlicr in compaii}'. 

Can 1 forget thee, thou old Margate Hoy, with th}' 
W(r‘.thc-,'-bcatcn, sun-burnt c.aptain, and In's rough 
areomrnodations — Ul-cxchaugcd for the fopperj’ and 
fre-h-waUr niceness of the modern steam packet? 
I o the v. snd.s and waves thou commiltedst thy goodly 

Ji-' on .^,''ar, if,yy, piirf-'j- i:nri;;!nr.r\- cltaractcr. 
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freightage, and didst ask no aid of magic fumes, and 
spells, and boiling cauldrons. With the gales of 
heaven thou wentest svnmmingly; or, when it was 
their pleasure, stoodest stiU with sailor-like patience. 
Thy course was natural, not forced, as in a hot-bed; 
nor didst thou go poisoning the breath of ocean with 
sulphureous smoke — a great sea-chimaera, chimne3dng 
and fumacing the deep; or liker to that fire-god 
parching up Scamanden 

Can I forget thj'' honest, 5^et slender crew, TOth 
their coy reluctant responses (3^et to the suppression 
of an3dhing like contempt) to the raw questions, 
whidi we of the great city would be ever and anon 
putting to them as to the uses of this or that strange 
naval implement? ’Speciall3^ can I forget thee, thou 
happ3’- medium, thou shade of refuge between us and 
them, conciliating interpreter of their skiU to our 
simplicity, comfortable ambassador between sea and 
land! — ^whose sailor-trou'sers did not more convinc- 
ingly assure thee to be an adopted denizen of the 
former, than th3* white cap and whiter apron over 
them, vith tli3- neat-fingered practice in thy cuhnar3^ 
vocation, bespoke thee to have been of inland nurture 
heretofore — a master cook of Eastcheap ? How busily 
didst thou ply thy multifarious occupation, cook, 
mariner, attendant, chamberlain: here, there, like 
another Ariel, flaming at once about all parts of the 
deck, yet witli kindlier ministration — ^not to assist 
the tempest, but, as if touched vith a kindred sense 
of our infirmities, to soothe the qualms which that 
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untried motion might haply raise in our crude land- 
fancies. And when the o’er-washing billows drove 
us below deck (for it was far gone in October, and we 
had stiff and blowing weather) how did thy officious 
ministerings, stiU catering for our comfort, with cards, 
and cordials, and thy more cordial conversation, 
aUe\iate the closeness and the confinement of thy 
else (truth to say) not very savoury, nor very inviting, 
little cabin ! 

With these additaments to boot, we had on board 
a fellow-passenger, whose discourse in verity might 
have beguiled a longer voyage than we meditated, 
and have made mirth and wonder abound as far as 
the Azores. He was a dark, Spanish-complexioned 
young man, remarkably handsome, with an officer- 
like assurance, and an insuppressible volubility of 
assertion. He was, in fact, the greatest liar I had met 
rvith then, or since. He was none of your hesitating, 
half story-tellers (a most painful description of mor- 
tals) who go on sounding 5'our belief, and only giving 
you as much as they see you can swallow at a time 
— ^the nibbling pickpockets of your patience — but 
one who committed do^vnright, day-light depreda- 
tions upon his neighbour’s faith. He did not stand 
shivering upon the brink, but was a hearty, thorough- 
paced liar, and plunged at once into the depths of 
your credulity. I partly believe, he made prettv sure 
of his company. Not many rich, not many wise, or 
learned, composed at that time the common stow- 
age of a Margate packet. We were, I am afraid, a set 
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me that had been pent up in populous cities for many 
months before, — have left upon my mind the fra- 
grance as of summer days gone by, bequeathing 
nothing but their remembrance for cold and wintry 
horns to chew upon. 

Will it be thought a digression (it may spare some ■ 
imweJcome comparisons), if I endeavour to account 
for the dissatisfaction which I have heard so many 
persons confess to have felt (as I did myself feel in 
part on this occasion), at the sight of the sea for the 
first timet I think the reason usually given — refer- 
ring to the incapacity of actual objects for satisfying 
our preconceptions of them — scarcely goes deep 
enough into the question. Let the same person see 
a lion, an elephant, a mountain, for the first time in 
his life, and he shall perhaps feel himself a little 
mortified. The things do not fill up that space, winch 
the idea of them seemed to take up in his mind. Bur 
they have stiU a correspondency to his first notion, 
and in time grow up to it, so as to produce a veiy' 
similar impression: enlarging themselves (if I may 
say so) upon familiarity. But the sea remains a 
disappointment. — ^Is it not, that in the latter we had 
expected to behold (absurdly, I grant, but, I am 
afraid, by the law of imagination unavoidably) not a 
definite object, as those ^vild beasts, or that moun- 
tain compassable by the eye, but all the sea at once, 
THE COMMENSURATE ANTAGONIST OF THE EARTH? I 
do not say we teU ourselves so much, but the craving 
of the mind is to be satisfied with nothing less. I 
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will suppose the case of a young person of fifteen 
(as I then was) knowing nothing of the sea, but from 
description. He comes to it for the first time — all 
that he has been reading of it all his life, and that the 
most enthusiastic part of life, — all he has gathered 
from narratives of wandering seamen; what he has 
gained from true voyages, and what he cherishes as 
credulously from romance and poetry; crowding 
their images, and exacting strange tributes from ex- 
pectation. — He thinks of the great deep, and of those 
who go down unto it ; of its thousand isles, and of the 
vast continents it washes; of its receiving the mighty 
Plate, or Orellana, into its bosom, without disturb- 
ance, or sense of augmentation; of Biscay swells, 
and the mariner 

For many a day, and many a dreadful night, 

Incessant labouring round the stormy Cape; 

of fatal rocks, and the “still-vexed Bermoothes 
of great whirlpools, and the water-spout ; of sunken 
ships, and sumless treasures swallowed up in the 
unrestoring depths: of fishes and quaint monsters, 
to which all that is terrible on earth — 

Be but as buggs to frighten babes withal. 

Compared with the creatures in the sea’s cntral; 

of naked savages, and Juan Fernandez; of pearls, 
and shells; of coral beds, and of enchanted isles; 
of mermaids' grots — 

I do not assert that in sober earnest he expects to 
be shown all these wonders at once, but he is under 
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the tyranny of a mighty faculty, tvhich haunts him 
vath confused hints and shadows of all these; and 
when the actual object opens first upon him, seen 
{in tame weather too most likely) from our unro- 
mantic coasts — a speck, a slip of sea-water, as it 
shows to him — ^tvhat can it prove but a very un- 
satisfying and even diminutive entertainment? Or 
if he has come to it from the mouth of a river, was 
it much more than the river -ividening? and, even 
out of sight of land, v;hat had he but a flat watery 
horizon about him, nothing comparable to the vast 
o’er-curtaining sky, his familiar object, seen daily 
without dread or amazement? — ^YTio, in similar cir- 
cumstances, has not been tempted to exclaim with 
Charoba, in the poem of Gebir, 

Is tiis tee mighty ocean? is this a//? 

I love towm, or country; but this detestable Cinque 
Port is neither. I hate these scrubbed shoots, thrust- 
ing out their starved foliage from between the horrid 
fissures of dusty innutritious rocks; v/hich the 
amateur calls " verdure to the edge of the sea." I 
require woods, and they show me stunted coppices. 
I cry out for the tvater-brooks, and pant for fresh 
streams, and inland mnrmtns. I cannot stand all 
day on the naked beach, %vatching the capricious hues 
of the sea, shiftmg like the colours of a dying mullet. 

Gebir. The ritle of an epic poem by Lamior {179S). which 
Iamb greatly admired. Ic reveals to the fall Lander’s 
" peculiar qualities of haughty SDlsudour and massive 
coaceatratica.” i 
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I am tired of looking out at the windows- of this 
island prison. • I would fain retire into the interior 
of my cage. While I gaze upon the sea, I want to 
he on it, over it, across it. It binds me in with chains, 
as of iron. My thoughts are abroad. I should not so 
feel in Staffordshire, There is no home for me here. 
There is no sense of home at Hastings. It is a place 
of fugitive resort, an heterogeneous assemblage of 
sea-mews and stock-brokers, Amphitrites of the town, 
and misses that coquet with the Ocean. If it were 
what it was in its primitive shape, and what it ought 
to have remained, a fair honest fishing-town, and no 
more, it were something — ^with a few straggling fisher- 
men’s huts scattered about, artless as its cliffs, and 
with their materials filched from them, it were some- 
thing. I could abide to dwell with Meschek; to assort 
wth fisher-swains, and smugglers. There are, or I 
dream there are, many of this latter occupation here. 
Their faces become the place. I like a smuggler. He 
is the only honest thief. He robs nothing but the 
revenue, — an abstraction I never greatly cared about. 
I could go out with them in their mackarel boats, or 
about their ostensible business, with some satis- 
faction. I can even tolerate those poor victims to 
monotony, who from da\'' to day pace along the 
beach, in endless progress and recurrence, to watch 
their illicit countrymen — to\vnsfolk or brethren per- 
chance — whistling to the sheathing and unsheathing 
of their cutlasses (their only solace), who under the 
mild name of preventive service, keep up a legiti- 
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mated civil warfare in the deplorable absence of a 
foreign one, to show their detestation of run boUands 
and zeal for old England. But it is the visitants from 
town, that come here to say that they have been 
here, with no more relish of the sea than a pond 
perch, or a dace might be supposed to have, that 
are my aversion. I feel like a foolish dace in these 
regions, and have as little toleration for myself here, 
as for them. What can they want here? if they had 
a true relish of the ocean, why have they brought 
all this land luggage with them? or why pitched 
their civilised tents in the desert ? What mean these 
scanty book-rooms — ^marine libraries as they entitle 
them — ^if the sea were, as they would have us believe, 
a book “ to read strange matter in ” ? what are their 
foolish concert-rooms, if they come, as they would 
fain be thought to do, to listen to the music of the 
waves? Ail is false and hollow pretension. They 
come, because it is the fashion, and to spoil the nature 
of the place. They are mostly, as I have said, stock- 
brokers; but I have watched the better sort of them 
— ^now and then, an honest citizen (of the old stamp), 
in the simplicity of his heart, shall bring down his 
tvife and daughters, to taste the sea breezes. I always 
know the date of their arrival. It is easy to see it in 
their countenance. A day or two they go wandering 
on the shingles, picking up cockle-shells, and think- 
ing them great things; but, in a poor week, imagi- 
nation slackens; they begin to discover that cockles 
produce no pearls, and then — O then! — ^if I could 



OLD MARGATE HOY 


155 

interpret for the pretty creatures (I know they have 
not the courage to confess it themselves) how gladly 
would they exchange their sea-side rambles for a 
Sunday walk on the green-sward of their accustomed 
Twickenham meadows ! 

I would ask of one of these sea-charmed emigrants, 
who think they truly love the sea, wth its \vild 
usages, what would their feelings be, if some of the 
unsophisticated aborigines of this place, encomaged 
by their courteous questionings here, should venture, 
on the faith of such assured sympathy between them, 
to return the visit, and come up to see — London. 
I must imagine them with their fishing-tackle on 
their back, as we carry our to\vn necessaries. What 
a sensation would it cause in Lothbury! What 
vehement laughter would it not excite among 

The daughters of Cheapside and wives of Lombard Street. 

I am strre that no totvn-bred, or inland-bom sub- 
jects, can feel their true and natural noinishment 
at these sea-places. Nature, where she does not 
mean us for mariners and vagabonds, bids us stay 
at home. The salt foam seems to nourish a spleen. 
I am not half so good-natured as bj' the milder watem 
of my natural river. I w'ould exchange these sea- 
gulls for swans, and scud a swallow for ever about 
the banks of the Thamesis. 
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t hing or another there was always enough, and 
leavings: only he would sometimes finish the re- 
mainder crust, to show that he wished no savings. 

Wine we had none; nor, except on very rare occa- 
sions, spirits; but the sensation of wine was there. 
Some thin kind of ale I remember — “ British bever- • 
age,” he would say. “ Push about, my boys; ” 

“ Drink to your sweethearts, girls.” At every meagre 
draught a toast must ensue, or a song. All the forms 
of good liquor were there, rvith none of the efiects 
wanting. Shut your eyes, and you would swear a 
capacious bowl of punch was foaming in the centre, 
with beams of generous Port or Madeira radiating to 
it from each of the table comers. You got flustered 
without knowing whence; tipsy upon words; and 
reeled imder the potency of his rmperforming Bac- 
chanalian encouragements. 

We had our songs — “ 'Why, Soldiers, Yfliy ” — and 
the “ British Grenadiers ” — in which last we were 
all obliged to bear chorus. Both the daughters sang. 
Their proficiency was a nightly theme — ^the masters 
he had given them — ^the “ no-expense ” which he 
spared to accomplish them in a science " so necessary 
to young women.” But then — ^they could not sing 
‘‘ without the instrument.” 

Sacred, and, by me, never-to-be-violated. Secrets 
of Poverty 1 Should I disclose your honest aimq at 
grandeur, your makeshift efiorts of magnificence? 
Sleep, sleep, with all thy broken keys, if one of the 
bunch be extant ; thrummed by a thousand ancstral 
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thtunbs; dear, cracked, spinnet of dearer Louisa! 
Without mention of mine, be dumb, thou thin accom- 
panier of her thinner warble! A veil be spread over 
the dear delighted face of the well-deluded father, 
who now haply listening to cherubic notes, scarce 
feels sincerer pleasure than when she awakened thy 
time-shaken chords responsive to the twitterings of 
that slender image of a voice. 

We were not without our literary talk either. It 
did not extend far, but as far as it. went, it was good. 
It was bottomed well ; had good grounds to go upon. 
In the cottage was a room, which tradition authenti- 
cated to have been the same in which Glover, in his 
occasional retirements, had penned the greater part 
of his Leonidas. This circumstance was nightly 
quoted, though none of the present inmates, that I 
could discover, appeared ever to have met with the 
poem in question. But that was no matter. Glover 
had written there, and the anecdote was pressed 
into the account of the family importance. It dif- 
fused a learned air through the apartment, the little 
side casement of which (the poet’s study window), 
opening upon a superb view as far as the pretty spire 
of Harrow, over domains and patrimonial acres, not 
a rood nor square yard whereof our host could call 
his oTivn, yet gave occasion to an immoderate expan- 
sion of — vanity shall I call it? — in his bosom, as he 
showed them in a glo\ving smnmer evening. It was 
all his, he took it all in, and communicated rich por- 
tions of it to his guests. It was a part of his largess. 
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hB hospitality; it was going over his grounds; he 
was lord for the time of showing them, and you the 
implicit lookers-up to his magnificence. 

He was a juggler, who Ihrev/ mists before your 
eyes — you had no time to detect his fallacies. He 
would say, " Hand me the sih er sugar tongs and 
before you could discover that it was a single spoon, 
and that phiUd, he would disturb and captivate your 
imagination by a misnomer of " the urn ” for a tea 
kettle: or by calling a homely bench a sofa, l^ich 
men direct you to their furniture, poor ones divert 
you from it; he neither did one nor the other, but 
by simply assuming that everything was handsome 
about him, you were positively at a demur what you 
did, OE.^did not see, at the cottage. With nothing to 
live oh, he seemed to live on every thing. He had a 
stock of wfidth in his mind; not that which is pro- 
perly termed ..Conteid, for in trutb be was itoi to be 
conlcccmi at alL but overflowed all bounds by the 
force of 'a nagnifleent self-delusion. 

Enthusiasm "li, caching; and even bis wife, a sober 
native of Korth Britain, who generally saw tilings 
more as they were, n\as not proof against the con- 
tinual coUisipn of his credulity. Her daughters were 
rational and discreet young women; in the main, 
perhaps, not insensible to their true circumstances. 
I have seen them assume a thoughtful air at times. 
But such , was the preponderatmg opulence of his 
fancy, that I am persuaded, not for any half hour 
together did they ever look their own prospects 
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fairly in the face. There was no resisting the vortex 
of his temperament. His riotous imagination con- 
jured up handsome settlements before their eyes, 
which kept them up in the eye of the world too, and 
seem at last to have reaUsed themselves; for they 
both have married since, I am told, more than 
respectably. 

It is long since, and my memory waxes dim on 
some subjects, or I should wish to convey some notion 
of the manner in which the pleasant creatine de- 
scribed the circumstances of his own wedding-day. 
I faintly remember something of a chaise and four, 
in which he made his entry into Glasgow on that 
morning to fetch the bride home, or carry her thither, 
I forget which. It so completely made out the stanza 
of the old ballad — 

tVhen we came down through Glasgow town. 

We were a comely sight to see; 

My love was clad in black velvet. 

And I myself in cramasie. 

I suppose it was the only occasion, upon which his 
own actual splendour at all corresponded with the 
world’s notions on that subject. In homely cart, or 
travelling caravan, by whatever hinnble vehicle they 
chanced to be transported in less prosperous days, 
the ride through Glasgow came back upon his fancy, 
not as a humiliating contrast, but as a fair occasion 
for reverting to that one day’s state. It seemed an 

Old ballad. This was Waly Waly, Love be bonny, a Scotch 
song, quoted in The Percy Reliques. 

F 
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" equipage etern ” from which no power of fate or 
fortune, once mounted, had power thereafter to dis- 
lodge him. 

There is some merit in putting a handsome face 
upon indigent circunrstances. To bully and swagger 
away the sense of them before strangers, may not be 
always discommendable. Tibbs, and Bobadil, even 
when detected, have more of our admiration than 
contempt. But for a man to put the cheat upon him- 
self; to play the Bobadil at home; and, steeped in 
poverty up to the lips, to fancy himself all the while 
chin-deep in riches, is a strain of constitutional philo- 
sophy, and a mastery over fortune, which was re- 
served for my old friend Captain Jackson. 


THE SUPERANNUATED IVIAN 

Sera tamen respexit 
Libertas, * Virgil. 

A Clerk I was in London gay. 

O’Keefe. 

If peradventure. Reader, it has been thy lot to waste 
the golden years of thy life — thy shining youth — 
in the irksome confinement of an office; to have thy 
prison days prolonged through middle age down to 

The Superannuated Man. Lamb was by no means miserable 
over his drudgery. At his office he was an inveterate practical 
joker in a liarmless way, and was much liked by his col- 
leagues. As to the efiect of his retirement on his literary 
career, see the Biographical Sketch. 
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decrepitude and silver hairs, without hope of release 
or respite; to have lived to forget that there are such 
things as holydays, or to remember them but as the 
prerogatives of childhood; then, and then only, \vill 
you be able to appreciate my deliverance. 

It is now six and thirty years since I took my seat 
at the desk in Mincing Lane. Melancholy was the 
transition at fourteen from the abimdant pla5dime, 
and the frequently intervening vacations of school 
days, to the eight, nine, and sometimes ten hours’ 
a-day attendance at the counting-house. But time 
partially reconciles us to anything. I gradually be- 
came content — doggedly content, as ^vild animals in 
cages. 

It is true. I had my Sundays to myself; but Sun- 
days, admirable as the institution of them is for 
purposes of worship, are for that very reason the very 
very worst adapted for days of unbending and re- 
creation. In particular, there is a gloom for me 
attendant upon a city Sunday, a weight in the air. 
I miss the cheerful cries of London, the music, and 
the baUad-singers — ^the buzz and stirring murmm: of 
the streets. Those eternal beUs depress me. The 
closed shops repel me. Prints, pictures aU the glitter- 
ing and endless succession of knacks and gewgaws, 
and ostentatiously displayed wares of tradesmen, 
which make a week-day saunter through the less 
busy parts of the metropolis so delightful — are shut 
out. No book-stalls deliciously to idle over — ^No busy 
faces to recreate the idle man w’ho contemplates 
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them ever passing by — the very face of business a 
charm by contrast to his temporary relaxation from 
it. Nothing to be seen but unhappy countenances — 
or half-happy at best — of emancipated ’prentices and 
little tradesfolks, tvith here and there a servant maid 
that has got leave to go out, who, slaving all the 
week, with the habit has lost almost the capadty 
of enjo3nng a free hour; and livehly expressing the 
hollowness of a day’s pleasuring. ITie very strollers 
in the fields on that day look an5rthing but com- 
fortable. 

But b^des Sundays I had a day at Easter, and a 
day at Christmas, with a full week in the summer to 
go and air myself in my native fields of Hertford- 
shire. This last was a great indulgence; and the 
prospect of its recurrence, I believe, alone kept me 
up through the year, and made my durance tolerable. 
But when the week came round, did the glittering 

Native fields of Hertfordshire. Lamb was essentially a 
town-lover. Talfourd speaks of that “ pecnliarity of Lamb’s 
nature tvhich. attached him to the narrow and crowded 
streets in preference to the mountain and the glen.” His 
brief rural visits were generally to Blakesware or ilackery 
End. 

In the original publication Lamb included some lines 
" written in my clerk state,” the first few of which run: 
Who first invented work — and bound the free 
And holiday-rejoicing spirit down 
To the ever-hannting importunity 
Of business, in the green'fields, and the town — 

To plough, loom, anvil, spade — and, oh! most sad. 

To this dry drudgery of the desk's dead wood! 

Who but the being unblest, alien from good, 

Sabbathless Satan! 
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phantom of the distance keep touch with me? or 
rather was it not a series of seven uneasy days, spent 
in restless pursuit of pleasure, and a wearisome 
anxiety to find out how' to make the most of them ? 
Where was the quiet, where the promised rest? Be- 
fore I had a taste of it, it was vanished. I was at 
the desk again, counting upon the fifty-one tedious 
weeks that must intervene before such another 
snatch w'ould come. Still the prospect of its coming 
threw something of an illumination upon the darker 
side of my captivity. Without it, as I have said, I 
could scarcely have sustained my thraldom. 

Independently of the rigours of attendance, I have 
ever been haunted \vith a sense (perhaps a mere 
caprice) of incapacity for business. This, during my 
latter years, had increased to such a degree, that it 
was visible in all the lines of my countenance. My 
health and my good spirits flagged. I had perpetu- 
ally a dread of some crisis, to which I should be found 
unequal. Besides my daylight servitude, I served 
over again all night in my sleep, and would awake 
with terrors of imaginary false entries, errors in my 
accounts, and the like. I was fifty years of age, and 
no prospect of emancipation presented itself. I had 
grown to my desk, as it were; and the wood had 
entered into my soul. 

My fellows in the office would sometimes rally me 
upon the trouble legible in my countenance; but I 
did not know that it had raised the suspicions of any 
of my employers, when on the 5th of last month, a 
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day ever to be remembered by me, L , the junior 

partner in the firm, calling me on one side, directly 
taxed me with my bad looks, and frankly inquired 
the cause of them. So taxed, I honestly made con- 
fession of my infirmity, and added that I was afraid 
I should eventually be obliged to resign his service. 
He spoke some words of comse to hearten me, and 
there the matter rested. A whole week I remained 
labouring under the impression that I had acted im- 
prudently in my disclosure; that I had foolishly 
given a handle against myself, and had been antici- 
pating my own dismissal. A week passed in this 
manner, the most anxious one, I verily believe, in 
my whole life, when on the evening of the 12th of 
April, just as I was about quitting my desk to go 
home (it might be about eight o’clock) I received 
an awful srunmons to attend the presence of the 
whole assembled firm in the formidable back par- 
lour. I thought now my time is surely come, I 
have done for myself, I am going to be told that they 

have no longer occasion for me. L , I could see, 

smiled at the terror I was in, which was a little relief 

to me, — ^when to ray utter astonishment B the 

eldest partner, began a formal harangue to me on 
the length of my services, my very meritorious con- 
duct during the whole of the time (the deuce, thought 
I, how did he find out that? I protest I never had 
the confidence to think as much). He went on to 
descant on the expediency of retiring at a certain 
time of. life (how my heart panted!), and asking me 
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a few questions as to the amount of my own pro- 
pertj’’, of which I have a little, ended \vith a proposal, 
to which his three partners nodded a grave assent, 
that I should accept from the house, which I had 
served so well, a pension for life to the amount of 
two-thirds of my accustomed salary — a magnificent 
offer! I do not know what I answered between sur- 
prise and gratitude, but it was understood that I 
accepted their proposal, and I was told that I was 
free from that hour to leave their service. I stam- 
mered out a bow, and at just ten minutes after eight 
I went home — for ever. This noble benefit — ^grati- 
tude forbids me to conceal their names — I owe to 
the kindness of the most mimificent firm in the world 
— the house of Boldero, Merryvveather, Bosanquet, 
and Lacy. 

Esto perpetf.a ! 

For the first day or two I felt stunned, over- 
whelmed. I could only apprehend my felicity; I 
was too confused to taste it sincerely. I wandered 
about, thinking I was happy, and lowing that I 
was not. I was in the condition of a prisoner in the 
Old Bastile, suddenly let loose after a forty years’ 
confinement. I could scarce trust m5^self with my- 
,self. It was like passing out of Time into Eternity 
— for it is a sort of Eternity for a man to have his 
Time all to himself. It seemed to me that I had more 
time on my hands than I could ever manage. From 
a poor man, poor in Time, I was suddenly lifted up 
into a vast revenue; I could see no end of my pos- 
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day ever to be remembered by me, L , the junior 

partner in the firm, calling me on one side, directly 
taxed me with my bad looks, and frankly inquired 
the cause of them. So taxed, I honestly made con- 
fession of my infirmity, and added that I was afraid 
I should eventually be obliged to resign his service. 
He spoke some words of course to hearten me, and 
there the matter rested. A whole week I remained 
labouring under the impression that I had acted im- 
prudently in my disclosure; that I had foolishl3^ 
given a handle against myself, and had been antici- 
pating my own dismissal. A week passed in this 
manner, the most anxious one, I verily beheve, in 
my whole life, when on the evening of the I2th of 
April, just as I was about quitting my desk to go 
home (it might be about eight o’clock) I received 
an awful summons to attend the presence of the 
whole assembled firm in the formidable back par- 
lour. I thought now my time is surely come, I 
have done for myself, I am going to be told that they 

have no longer occasion for me. L , I could see, 

smiled at the terror I was in, which was a little relief 

to me, — ^when to my utter astonishment B the 

eldest partner, began a formal harangue to me on 
the length of my services, my very meritorious con- 
duct during the whole of the time (the deuce, thought 
I, how did he find out that? I protest I never had 
the confidence to think as much). He went on to 
descant on the expediency of retiring at a certain 
time of. life (how my heart panteri!), and asking me 
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a few questions as to the amount of my o^vn pro- 
perty, of which I have a little, ended with a proposal, 
to which his three partners nodded a grave assent, 
that I should accept from the house, which I had 
served so well, a pension for life to the amount of 
two-thirds of my accustomed salary — a magnificent 
offer! I do not know what I answered between sur- 
prise and gratitude, but it was imderstood that I 
accepted their proposal, and I was told that I was 
free from that hour to leave their service. I stam- 
mered out a bow, and at just ten minutes after eight 
I went home — ^for ever. This noble benefit — grati- 
tude forbids me to conceal their names — I owe to 
the kindness of the most munificent firm in the world 
— the house of Boldero, Merryweather, Bosanquet, 
and Lacy. 

Esto perpett'.a ! 

For the first day or two I felt stimned, over- 
whelmed. I could only apprehend my felicity; I 
was too confused to taste it sincerely. I wandered 
about, thinking I was happy, and knowing that I 
was not. I was in the condition of a prisoner in the 
Old Bastile, suddenly let loose after a forty years’ 
confinement. I could scarce trust myself with my- 
,self. It was like passing out of Time into Eternity 
— for it is a sort of Eternity for a man to have his 
Time all to himself. It seemed to me that I had more 
time on my hands than I could ever manage. From 
a poor man, poor in Time, I was suddenly lifted up 
into a vast revenue; I could see no end of my pos- 
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sessions; I wanted some steward, or judicious bailiff, 
to manage my estates in Time for me. And here let 
me caution persons grown old in active business, not 
lightly, nor \vithout weighing their own resources, to 
forego their customary employment all at once, for 
there may be danger in it. I feel it by myself, but I 
know that my resources are suf&cient ; and now that 
those first giddy raptinres have subsided, I have a 
quiet home-feeling of the blessedness of my condition. 
I am in no hurry. Having all holidays, I am as 
though I had none. If Time hung heavy upon me, 
I could walk it away; but I do not walk ^1 day long, 
as I used to do in those old transient holidays, thirty 
miles a day, to make the most of them. If Time were 
troublesome, I could read it away, but I do not read 
in that violent measure, with which, having no Time 
my own but candlelight Time, I used to weary out 
my' head and eye-sight in by-gone winters. I walk, 
read, or scribble (as now) just when the fit seizes me. 
I no longer hunt after pleasure; I let it come to me, 
I am like the man 

that's born, and has his years come to him. 

In some green desert. 

"Years,” you will say; “what is this superannu- 
ated simpleton calculating upon? He has already 
told us he is past fifty.” 

I have indeed lived nominally fifty years, but 
deduct out of them the hours which I have lived to 
other people, and not to myself, and you will find me 
still a young fellow. For tluit is the only true Time, 
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restore to me that pleasant familiarit}', which I had 
heretofore enjoyed among them. We cracked some 
of our old jokes, but methought they went off but 
faintty. Mjf old desk; the peg where I hung my hat, 
were appropriated to another. I knew it must be, 

but I could not take it kindly, D 1 take me if 

I did not feel some remorse — beast, if I had not, — 
at quitting my old compeers, the faithful partners 
of m}’’ toils for sb: and thirty years, that smoothed 
for me with their jokes and conundnims the mgged- 
ness of my professional road. Had it been so rugged 
then after all.’ or was I a co\rard simply? Well, 
it is too late to repent ; and I also know that these 
suggestions are a common fallacy of the mind on 
such occasions. But my heart smote me. I had 
violently broken the bands betwixt us. It was at 
least not courteous. I shall be some time before I 
get quite reconciled to the separation. Farewell, 
old cronies, yet not for long, for again and again I 
will come among ye, if I shall have j'our leave. Fare- 
well, Ch , dry, sarcastic, and friendly! Do 

mild, slow to move, and gentlemanly! PI , offi- 

cious to do, and to yolunteer, good services! — and 
thou, thou dreary pile, fit mansion for a Gresham or 
a Whittingtoiit of old, stately House of Jlerchants; 
with thy labynhjthine passages, and light-e-vcluding, 
pent-up offices, v^ere candles for one half the year 
supplied the pla<^ of the sun’s light; unhealthy 
contributor to my veal, stem fosterer of my living, 
farewell ! In thee renus^n, and not in the obscure col- 
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lection of some wandering bookseller, mj’’ " works ” ! 
There let them rest, as I do from my labours, piled 
on thy massy shelves, more MSS. in folio than ever 
Aquinas left, and full as useful ! My mantle I bequeath 
among 5'e. 

A fortnight has passed since the date of my first 
communication. At that period I was approaching 
to tranquillity, but had not reached it. I boasted of 
a calm indeed, but it was comparative only. Some- 
thing of the first flutter was left ; an unsettling sense 
of novelty; the dazzle to weak eyes of unaccustomed 
light. I missed my old chains, forsooth, as if they 
had been some necessary part of my apparel. I was 
a poor Carthusian, from strict cellular discipline 
suddenly by some revolution returned upon the 
world. I am now as if I had never been other than 
my o\TO master. It is natural to me to go where I 
please, to do what I please. I find myself at eleven 
o’clock in the day in Bond Street, and it seems to 
me that I have been sauntering there at that very 
hour for years past. I digress into Soho, to explore 
a book-stall. Methinks I have been thirty years a 
collector. There is nothing strange nor new in it. I 
find myself before a fine picture in the morning. 
Was it ever othei^vvise? Mfiiat is become of Fish 
Street Hill ? Mfiiere is Fenchurch Street ? Stones of 
old Mincing Lane which I have worn with my daily 
pilgrimage for six and thirty years, to the footsteps 
of what toU-wom derk are your everlasting flints 
now vocal? I indent the gayer flags of Pall Mall. It 
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is ’Change time, and I am strangely among the Elgin 
marbles. It was no hj-perbole when I ventured to 
compare the change in my condition to a passing 
into another world. Time stands still in a manner 
to me. I have lost all distinction oi season. I do not 
know the day of the week, or of the month. Each 
day used to be individually felt by me in its reference 
to the foreign post days; in its distance from, or 
propinquity to the next Sunday. I had mt' Wednes- 
day feelings, my Saturday nights’ sensations. The 
genius of each dat’ was upon me distinctlj' during 
the whole of it, affecting my appetite, spirits, etc. 
The phantom of the next day, with the ^eaiy five 
to follow, sate as a load upon mj* poor Sabbath re- 
creations. YTiat charm has washed the Ethiop 
white? — ^^^Eat is gone of Black Monday? All daj's 
are the same. Sunday itself — that unfortunate failure 
of a holiday as it too often proved, what \%ith my 
sense of its fugitiveness, and over-care to get the 
greatest quantity of pleasure out of it — ^is melted 
down into a week day. I can spare to go to church 
now, without grudging the huge cantle which it 
used to seem to cut out of the holiday. I have Time 
for everything. I can visit a sick friend. I can in- 
terrupt the man of much occupation when he is 
busiest. I can insult over him with an invitation to 
take a day’s pleasure with me to Windsor this fine 
3Iay-moming. It is Lucretian pleasme to behold 
the poor drudges, whom I have left behind in the 
world, 'carkrng and caring; like horses in a mill. 
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drudging on in the same eternal round — and what 
is it aU for? A man can never have too much Time 
to himself, nor too little to do. Had I a little son, 
I would christen him nothing-to-do ; he should do 
nothing. Man, I verily believe, is out of his element 
as long as he is operative. I am altogether for the 
life contemplative. Will no kindly earthquake come 
and swallow up those accursed cotton mills? Take 
me that lumber of a desk there, and bowl it down 

As low as to the fiends. 

I am no longer *=!-♦* *^ clerk to the firm of, 
etc. I am Retired Leisure. I am to be met with in 
trim gardens. I am already come to be known by 
my vacant face and careless gesture, perambulating 
at no fixed pace nor vith any settled purpose. I 
walkabout; not to and from. They teU me, a certain 
cuvi dignitatc air, that has been buried so long with 
my other good parts, has begun to shoot forth in my 
person. I grow into gentility perceptibly. ^Vhen I 
take up a newspaper it is to read the state of the 
opera. Opus operatum est. I have done all that I 
came into this world to do. I have worked task- 
work, and have the rest of the day to myself. 
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the scene. But the manager, observing a diligence 
and adroitness in her above her age, had for some 
few months past intrusted to her the performance 
of whole parts. You may guess the self-consequence 
of the promoted Barbara. She had already dra\vn 
tears in young Arthur; had rallied Richard \vith 
infantine petulance in the Duke of York; and in 
her turn had rebuked that petulance when she was 
Prince of Wales. She would have dpne the 6lder 
child in Morton’s pathetic after-piece to the life ; but 
as yet the Children in the Wood was not. 

Long after this httle girl \vas grown an aged woman, 
I have seen some of these small parts, each making 
two or three pages at most, copied out in the rudest 
hand of tire then prompter, who doubtless transcribed 
a little more carefully and fairly for the grown-up 
tragedy ladies of the establishment. But such as they 
were, blotted and scrawled, as for a child's use, she 
kept them all; and in the zenith of her after reputa- 
tion it was a delightful sight to behold them bound 
up in costliest Morocco, each single — each small part 
making a book — ^vith fine clasps, gilt-splashed, etc. 
She had conscientiously kept them as they had been 
delivered to her; not a blot had been effaced or 
tampered with. They were precious to her for their 
affecting remembrancings. They were her principia, 
her rudiments; the elementary atoms; the little 
steps by which she pressed forward to perfection. 
“ Mdiat,” she would say, “ could Indian rubber, or 
a pumice stone have done for these darlings? ” 
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I am in no hum' to begin my story — indeed I have 
little or none to tell — so I will just mention an obser- 
vation of hers connected with that interesting time. 

Not long before she died I had been discoursing 
witli her on the quantit)- of real present emotion 
wiiicli a great tragic performer c.\pcriences during 
acting. I ventured to think that though in Hic first 
instance sucli plavcrs must have possessed the feel- 
ings which tlyi}' so powerfully called up in others, yet 
b}?^ frequent repetition those feelings must become 
deadened in great measure, and the performer trust 
to tlie memorj' of past emotion, rather than e\'press 
a present one. She indignantlj' repelled the notion, 
tliat with a truly great tragedian the operation, by 
which such effects were produced upon an audience, 
could ever degrade itself into what was purelj' me- 
chanical. With much delicacy, avoiding to instance 
in her sc//'-experience, she told me, that so long ago 
as w'hen she used to pla}’ the part of the Little Son to 
^Irs. Porter’s Isabella (I tliink it was), when that 
impressive actress has been bending over her in some 
heart-rending colloquy, she has felt real hot tears 
come trickling from her, which (to use her powerful 
expression) have perfectly scalded her back. 

I am not quite so sure that it was Mrs. Porter; but 
it was some great actress of that day. The name is 
indifferent ; but the fact of the scalding tears I most 
distinctly remember. 

Iw’as always fond of tlie society of players, -and 
am not sure that an impediment in my speech (w'hich 
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certainly kept me out of the pulpit) even more' than 
certain personal disquahfications, which are often 
got over in that profession, did not prevent me at 
one time of life from adopting it. I have had the 
honour (I must ever call it) once to have been ad- 
mitted to the tea-table of Miss Kell5\ I have played 
at serious whist \vith Mr. Liston. I have chatted 
vith ever good-humoured Mrs. Charles Kemble. I 
have conversed as friend to friend vath her accom- 
plished husband. I have been indulged with a classical 
conference unth Macread}''; and with a sight of the 
Player-picture gallery, at Mr. Matthews’s, when the 
kind ovmer, to remimerate me for my love of the old 
actors (whom he loves so much), W’ent over it wth 
me, supplying to his capital collection, what alone 
the artist could not give them — ^\''oice; and their 
living motion. Old tones, half-faded, of Dodd, and 
Parsons, and Baddeley, have lived again for me at 
Ins bidding. Only Edvin he could not restore to me. 

I have supped vrth ; but I am growing a 

co.xcomb. 

As I was about to say — at the desk of the then 
treasurer of the Old Bath Theatre — not Diamond’s 
— ^presented herself the little Barbara S . 

The parents of Barbara had been in reputable cir- 
cumstances. The father had practised, I believe, as 
an apothecary in the town. But his practice, from 
causes which I feel my own infirmitj' too sensibly 
that way to arraign — or perhaps from that pme in- 
felicity w'hich accompanies some people in their walk 
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the scene. But the manager, observing a diligence 
and adroitness in her above her age, had for some 
few months past intrusted to her the performance 
of whole parts. You may guess the self-consequence 
of the promoted Barbara. She had already dra^vn 
tears in ymmg Arthur; had rallied Richard rvith 
infantine petulance in the Duke of York; and in 
her turn had rebuked that petulance when she was 
Prince of Wales. She would have dpne the elder 
child in Morton’s pathetic after-piece to the life; but 
as yet the Children in the Wood was not. 

Long after this little girl was grown an aged woman, 
I have seen some of these small parts, each making 
two or three pages at most, copied out in the rudest 
Land of the then prompter, who doubtless transcribed 
a httle more carefully and fairly for the grown-up 
tragedy ladies of the establishment. But such as they 
were, blotted and scrawled, as for a child’s use, she 
kept them all ; and in the zenith of her after reputa- 
tion it was a delightful sight to behold them bound 
up in costliest Morocco, each single — each small part 
making a hook — ^^^ith fine clasps, gilt-splashed, etc. 
She had conscientiously kept them as they had been 
delivered to her; not a blot had been effaced or 
tampered with. They were precious to her for their 
affecting remembrancings. They were her principia, 
lier rudiments; the elementary atoms; the little 
■steps by which she pressed forward to perfection, 
“ \^'hat,” she' would say, “ could Indian rubber, or 
a pumice stone have done for these darlings? ” 
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I am in no hurry to begin my story — indeed I have 
little or none to tell — so I will just mention an obser- 
vation of hers connected with that interesting time. 

Not long before she died I had been discoursing 
rath her on the quantity of real present emotion 
•which a great tragic performer experiences during 
acting. I ventured to think that though in the first 
instance such players must have possessed the feel- 
ings which tljpy so powerfull}’- called up in others, yet 
by frequent repetition those feelings must become 
deadened in great measure, and the performer trust 
to the memory of past emotion, rather than express 
a pr^ent one. She indignantly repelled the notion, 
that -svith a truly great tragedian the operation, by 
which such efiects were produced upon an audience, 
could ever degrade itself into what was purely me- 
chanicaL With much delicacy, avoiding to instance 
in her se^-experience, she told me, that so long ago 
as when she used to play the part of the Little Son to 
Mrs. Porter's Isabella (I think it was), wken that 
impressive actress has been bending over her in some 
heart-rending colloquy, she has felt real hot tears 
come trickling from her, which (to use her powerful 
expression) have perfectly scalded her back. 

I am not quite so sure that it "was JIrs. Porter; but 
it was some great actress of that day. The name is 
indifierent; but the fact of the scalding tears I most 
distinctly remember. 

.was always fond of the society of players, and 
am not sure that an impediment in my speech (which 
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certainly kept me out of the pulpit) even more' than 
certain personal disqualifications, which are often 
got over in 'that profession, did not prevent me at 
one time of life from adopting it. I have had the 
honour (I must ever call it) once to have been ad- 
mitted to the tea-table of Miss Kelly. I have played 
at serious whist 'vwth Mr. Liston. I have chatted 
TOth ever good-humoured hirs. Charles Kemble. I 
have conversed as friend to friend vdth her accom- 
phshed husband. I have been indulged with a classical 
conference wth Macready; and with a sight of the 
Player-picture gallery, at Mr. Slatthews’s, when the 
kind o\vner, to remrmerate me for my love of the old 
actors (whom he loves so much), went over it wth 
me, suppljdng to his capital collection, what alone 
the artist could not give them — ^voice; and their 
living motion. Old tones, half-faded, of Dodd, and 
Parsons, and Baddeley, have lived again for me at 
his bidding. Only Edwin he could not restore to me. 

I have supped \vith ; but I am growing a 

coxcomb. 

As I was about to say — at the desk of the then 
treasurer of the Old Bath Theatre — not Diamond’s 
— ^presented herself the httle Barbara S . 

The parents of Barbara had been in reputable cir- 
cumstances. The father had practised, I believe, as 
an apothecary in the town. But his practice, from 
causes which I feel my own infirmit5)' too sensibly 
that way to arraign — or perhaps from that pure in- 
felicity which accompanies some people in their walk 
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through life, and which it is impossible to lay at the 
door of imprudence — was now reduced to nothing. 
They were in fact in the very teeth of starvation, 
when the manager, who knew and respected them in 
better days, took the little Barbara into his company. 

At the period I commenced with, her slender earn- 
ings were the sole support of the family, including 
two younger sisters. I must throw a veil over some 
mortifying circumstances. Enough to sa5', that her 
Saturday’s pittance was the only chance of a Sunday’s 
(generally their only) meal of meat. 

One thing I will only mention, that in some child’s 
part, where in her theatrical character she was to 
sup ofi a roast fowl (0 joy to Barbara!) some comic 
actor, who was for the night caterer for this daintj' 
— ^in the misguided humour of his part, threw ^over 
the dish such a quantity of salt (0 grief and pain of 
heart to Barbara !) that when she crammed a portion 
of it into her mouth, she was obliged splutteringly 
to reject it; and what vith shame of her ill-acted 
part, and pain of real appetite at missing such a 
dainty, her little heart sobbed almost to breaking, 
till a flood of tears, which the well-fed spectators 
were totally unable to comprehend, mercifully re- 
lieved her. 

This was the little starved, meritorious maid, who 
stood before old Ravenscroft, the treasurer, for her 
Saturday’s payment. 

Ravenscroft was a man, I have heard many old 
theatrical people beside herself saj-, of all men least 
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calculated for a treasurer. He had no head for 
accounts, paid away at random, kept scarce any 
hooks, and summing up at the week’s end, if he foxmd 
himself a pound or so deficient, blest himsdf that it 
was no worse. 

Now Barbara's weeklj^ stipend was a bare half 
guinea. — ^By mistake he popped into her hand — a 
whole one. 

Barbara tripped away. 

She was entirely unconscious at first of the mis- 
take: God knows Ravenscroft would never have 
discovered it. 

But when she had got down to the first of those 
uncouth landing-places, she bec^e sensible of an 
unusual weight of metal pressing in her little hand. 

Now mark the dilemma. 

She was by nature a good child. From her parents 
and those about her she had imbibed no contrary 
influence. But then they had taught her nothing. 
Poor men's smokj^ cabins are not always porticoes 
of moral philosophy. This little maid had no instinct 
to e\'il, but then she might be said to have no fixed 
principle. She had heard honesty commended, but 
never dreamed of its apphcation to herself. She 
' thought of it as something which concerned grown- 
up people, men and women. She had never known 
temptation, or thought of preparing resistance 
against it. 

Her first impulse was to go back to the old treasurer, 
and explain to him his blunder. He was alreadj'’ so 
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confused -nith age, besides a natural ■want of punct\i- 
alitj-, that she would have had some difficulty ^ 
making him understand it. She saw that in an instant. 
And then it was such a bit of money* and then tlje 
image of a larger allowance of butcher’s meat Qq 
their table ne.xt daj* came across her, till her littJe 
eyes glistened, and her mouth moistened. But th^ 
!SIr. Ravenscroft had alwaj^ been so good-natmed, 
had stood her friend behind the scenes, and even re- 
commended her promotion to some of her little parts. 
But again the old man was reputed to be worth a 
world of money. He was supposed to have fiftj* 
pounds a year clear of the theatre. And then canie 
staring upon her the figure of her little stockingle^s 
and shoeless sisters. And when she looked at her own 
neat white cotton stocldngs, which her situation 
the theatre had made it indi^Densable ior her mother 
to pro\-ide for her, -svith hard straining and pinchipg 
from the family' stock, and thought how glad she 
should be to cover their poor feet with the sanig 
— and how then they could accompany her to 
rehearsals, which they had hitherto been predudefl 
from doing, by reason of their unfashionable attirg, 
— ^in these thoughts she reached the second landing- 
place — ^the second, I mean from the top — ^for thei-e 
was still another left to traverse. 

Now virtue support Barbara! 

And that never-failing friend did step in — ^for &t 
'^at moment a strength not her own, I have heard 
saj*. was revealed .to her — a reason above reasoij. 
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ing — and -without her o^vn agency, as it seemed (for 
she never felt her feet to move) she found herself 
transported back to the individual desk she had 
just quitted, and her hand in the old hand of Ravens- 
croft, who in silence took back the refunded treasure, 
and who had been sitting (good jnan) insensible to 
the lapse of minutes, which to her were anxious ages; 
and from that moment a deep peace fell upon her 
heart, and she knew the quality of honesty. 

A year or tw’o’s unrepining application to her pro- 
fession brightened up the feet, and the prospects, of 
her little sisters, set the whole family upon their 
legs again, and released her from the difficulty of 
discussing moral dogmas upon a landing-place. 

I have heard her say, that* it was a smrprise, not 
much short of mortification to her, to see the cool- 
ness TOth which the old man pocketed the difference, 
which had caused her such mortal throes. 

This anecdote of herself I had in the year 1800, 
from the mouth of the late Mrs. Crawford, then sbrty- 
seven years of age (she died soon after) ; and to her 
struggles upon this childish occaision I have some- 
times ventured to think her indebted for that power 
of rending the heart in the representation of conffict- 
ing emotions, for which in after years she was con- 
sidered as little inferior (if at all so in the part of 
Lady Randolph) even to Mrs. Siddons. 
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NEWSPAPERS THIRTY-FWE YEARS AGO 

Dan Stuart once told us, that he did not remember 
that he ever deliberatel3' walked into the Exhibition 
at Somerset House in his life. He might occasion- 
ally have escorted a party of ladies across the waj’ 
that were going in; but he never went in of his 
own head. Yet the office of the Morning Post news- 
paper stood then just where it does now — ^we are 
carrjdng j-ou back. Reader, some thirty years or 
more — ^with its gilt-globe-topt front facing that em- 
porium of our artists’ grand Aimual Exposure. We 
sometimes wish that. we had observed the same 
abstinence with Daniel. 

A word or two of D. S. He ever appeared to us 
one of the finest tempered of Editors. Perry, of the 
Morning Chronicle, was equally pleasant, with a dash, 
no slight one either; of the courtier. S. was frank, 
plain, and English all over. We have worked for both 
these gentlemen. 

It is soothing to contemplate the head of the 
Ganges; to trace the first fittle bubblings of a mighW 
river; 

Witli holy reverence to approach the rocks. 

Whence glide the streams renowned in ancient song. 

Fired with a perusal of the Abj'ssinian Pilgrim’s 
exploratory rambling after the cradle of the infant 

Dan Stuart. Editor of the Jloniing Post in Lamb's time. 
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Nilus, we well remember on one fine summer holy- 
day (a “ whole day’s leave ” we called it at Christ’s 
Hospital) sall5dng forth at rise of srm, not very well 
provisioned either for such an undertaking, to trace 
the current of the New River — ^Middletonian stream ! 
— ^to its scaturient source, as we had read, in mea- 
dows by fair Amwell. Gallantly did we commence 
our solitary quest — ^for it was essential to the dignity 
of a Discovery, that no eye of schoolboy, save our 
own, should beam on the detection. By flowery 
spots, and verdant lanes skirting Hornsey, Hope 
trained us on in many a baffling tmn ; endless hope- 
less meanders, as it seemed; or as if the jealous 
waters had dodged us, reluctant to have the humble 
spot of their nativity revealed; till spent, and nigh 
famished, before set of the same sim, we sate down 
somewhere by Bowes Farm, near Tottenham, vith 
a tithe of our proposed labours onty yet accomphshed; 
sorely convinced in spirit, that that Brucian enter- 
prise was as yet too arduous for our young shoulders. 

Not more refreshing to the thirsty curiosity of 
the traveller is the tracing of some mighty waters 
up to their shallow fontlet, than it is to a pleased and 
candid reader to go back to the inexperienced essays, 
the first callow flights in authorship, of some estab- 
lished name in literature; from the Gnat which 
preluded to the Mneid, to the Duck which Samuel 
Johnson trod on. 

Bntcian. Meaning James Bruce (1730-9'^), the Scottish 
explorer, who discovered the source of the Blue Nile in 1770. 
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In those days every Morning Paper, as an essential 
retainer to its establishment, kept an author, vho 
was boimd to furnish daily a quantum of witty para- 
graphs. Sixpence a joke, and it was thought pretty 
high too — ^was Dan Stuart’s settled remuneration in 
these cases. The chat of the day, scandal, but, above 
all, dress, furnished the material. The length of no 
paragraph was to exceed seven lines. Shorter they 
might be, but they must be poignant. 

A fashion of flesh, or rather ^iufe-coloured hose for 
the ladies, luckily coming up at the juncture, when 
we were on our probation for the place of Chief Jester 
to S.’s Paper, established our reputation in that line. 
We were pronounced a “ capital hand.” 0 the con- 
certs which we varied upon red in all its prismatic 
differences! from the trite and obvious flower of 
C 5 rtherea, to the flaming costume of the lady that 
has her sitting upon “ many waters.” Then there 
was the collateral topic of ankles. YTiat an occasion 
to. a truly chaste writer, like ourself, of touching that 
nice brink, and yet never tumbling over it, of a 
seemingly ever approximating something “ not quite 
proper while, hke a skilful posture-master, balanc- 
ing betwixt decorums and their opposites, he keeps 
the line, from which an hair’s-breadth deviation is 
destruction; hovering in the confines of light and 
darkness, or where " both seem either ” ; a hazy 
uncertain delicacy; Autolycus-like in the Plaj', still 
putting ofi his expectant auditory with “ Whoop, 
do me no harm, good man! ” But, above all, that 
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conceit axrided us most at that time, and ^ still 
tickles our midriff to remember, where allusively 
to the flight of Astrssa — ultima CcelcsUim terras^ rc- 
liquit — ^we pronounced — ^in reference to the stockings 
still— that Modesty, taking her final leave of 

5IORTALS, HER LAST BlUSH WAS VISIBLE IN HER 
ASCENT TO THE HEAVENS BY THE TRACT OF THE GLOW- 
ING INSTEP. This might be called the crowning con- 
ceit; and was esteemed tolerable writing in those 
days. 

But the fashion of jokes, vith all other things, 
passes away; as did the transient mode which had 
so favoured us. The ankles of our fair friends in a 
few weeks began to re-assume their whiteness, and 
left us scarce a leg to stand upon. Other female 
whims followed, but none, methought, so pregnant, 
so invitatory of shrewd conceits, and more than 
single meanings. _ 

Somebody has said, that to swallow six cross-buns 
daily consecutively for a fortnight, ■would surfeit the 
stoutest digestion. But to have to furmsh as many 
jokes daily, and that not for a fortnight, but for a 
long twelvemonth, as we were constrained to do, 
was a little harder exaction. “ Man goeth forth to 
his work imtil the evening ” — ^from a reasonable 
hour in the morning, we presume it was meant. No'w, 
as our main occupation took us up from eight 
five everv day in the city ; and as our evening hours, 
at that time of hfe, had generally to do TOth airy 
thing rather than business, it follows, that the only 
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time we could spare for this manufactory' of jok^ 
— our supplementary' livelihood, that supplied us in 
every' want beyond mere bread and cheese — ^vas 
exactly that part of the day w’hich (as we have heard 
of No Man’s Land) may be fitly denominated No 
Man’s Time,* that is, no time, in which a man ought 
to be up, and awake, in. To speak more plainly', it 
is that time, of an hour, or an hour and a half’s dura- 
tion, in which a man, whose occasions call him up so 
preposterously', has to wait for his breakfast. 

O those headaches at dawn of day', when at five, 
or half-past five in summer, and not much later in 
the dark seasons, we were compelled to rise, having 
been perhaps not above four hours in bed — (for we 
were no go-to-beds with the lamb, though we antici- 
pated the lark ofttimes in her rising — we like a part- 
ing cup at midnight, as all y'oung men did before 
these effeminate times, and to have our friends about 
us — ^\ve were not constellated under Aquarius, that 
watery' sign, and therefore incapable of Bacchus, 
cold, washy, bloodless — ^we were none of your Basilian 
water-sponges, nor had taken our degrees at Mount 
Ague — ^we were right toping Capulets, jolly com- 
panions, we and they) — ^but to have to get up, as 
we said before, curtailed of half our fair sleep, fasting, 
with only a dim "vista of refreshing Bohea in the dis- 
tance — to be necessitated to rouse ourselves at the 
detestable rap of an old hag of a domestic, who 
seemed to take a diabolical pleasure in her announce- 
ment that it was “ time to rise and whose chappy 
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knuckles we have often yearned to amputate, and 
string them up at our chamber-door, to be a terror 
to all such tmreasonable rest-breakers in future — 

“ Facil ” and sweet, as Virgil sings, had been the 
“ descending ” of the over-night, balmy the first 
sinking of the heavy head upon the pillow; but to 
get up, as he goes on to say, 

— revocare gradus, suoerasquc evadere ad auras — 

and to get up moreover to make jokes with malice 
prepended — there was the “ labour," there the 
" w'ork.” 

No Egyptian taskmaster ever devised a slavery 
like to that, our slaver\^ No fractious operants ever 
turned out for half the tjTanny, which this necessity 
exercised upon us. Half a dozen jests in a day (bating 
Sunday too), wh}', it seems nothing! We make twice 
the number eveiy day in our lives as a matter of 
comse, and claim no Sabbatical exemptions. But 
then they come into our head. But when the head 
has to go out to them — ^^vhcn the mountain must 
go to i\Miomet — 

Reader, tr\? it for once, only for one short twelve- 
month. 

It is not eveiy^ w'eek that a fashion of pink stock- 
ings came up; but mostly instead of it, some rugged, 
untractablc subject; some topic impossible to be 
contorted into the risible; some feature, upon which 
no smile could play; some flint, from which no pro- 
cess of ingenuity could procure a distillation. There 
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Boaden was a reigning paragraphist in his day, and 
succeeded poor Allen in the Oracle. But, as w'e said, 
the fashion of jokes passes away; and it would be 
difficult to discover in the Biographer of kirs. Siddons, 
any traces of that vivacity and fancy which charmed 
the whole town at the commencement of the present 
century. Even the prelusive delicacies of the present 
writer — the curt “ Astrman allusion ” — would be 
thought pedantic and out of date, in these days. 

From the office of the Morning Post (for we may 
as well exhaust our Newspaper Reminiscences at 
once) by change of property in the paper, w'e were 
transferred, morticing exchange! to the office of 
the Albion Newspaper, late Rackstrow’s Museum, 
in Fleet Street. ^Vhat a transition — ^from a handsome 
apartment, from rose-wood desks, and silver ink- 
stands, fo an office — no office, but a deiv rather, but 
just redeemed from the occupation of dead monsters, 
of which it seemed redolent — ^from the centre of 
loyalty and fashion, to a focus of vulgarity and 
sedition! Here in mmky closet, inad^uate from its 
square contents to the receipt of the two bodies of 
Editor, and Mumble paragraph-maker, together at 
one time, sat to the discharge of his new Editorial 
functions (the \ Bigod ” of Elia) the redoubted John 
Fenwick. 

F., TOthout a guinea in his pocket, and ha\'ing 
left not many in the pockets of his friends w’hom he 
might command, had purchased (on tick doubtless) 
the whole and sole Editorship, Proprietorship, vith 
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all the rights and titles (such as they were worth) 
of the Albion, from one Lovell; of whom we know 
nothing, save that he had stood in the pillory for a 
libel on the Prince of Wales. With this hopeless 
concern — for it had been sinking ever since its com- 
mencement, and could now reckon upon not more 
than a hundred subscribers — ^F. resolutely deter- 
mined upon pulling down the Government in the 
first instance, and making both our fortunes by way 
of corollary. For seven weeks and more did this in- 
fatuated Democrat go about borrowing seven-shilling 
pieces, and lesser coin, to meet the daily demands 
of the Stamp Office, which allowed no credit to pub- 
lications of that side in politics. An outcast from 
politer bread, we attached our small talents to the 
forlorn fortunes of our friend. Our occupation now 
was to write treason. 

Recollections of feelings — ^which were all that now 
remained from our first boyish heats kindled by the 
French Revolution, when, if we were misled, we erred 
in the company of some, who are accounted very 
good men now — ^rather than any tendency at this 
time to Republican doctrines — assisted us in assum- 
ing a style of writing, while the paper lasted, con- 
sonant in no very under tone — ^to the right earnest 
fanaticism of F. Our cue was now to insinuate, 
rather than recommend, possible abdications. Blocks, 
axes, Whitehall tribunals, were covered mth flowers 
of so cunning a periphrasis — as Mr. Bayes says, never 
naming the thing directly— that the keen eye of an 
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OLD CHINA 

I HAVE an almost feminine partiality for old cMna. 
When I go to see any great house, I enquire for the 
china-closet, and next for the picture galler3^ I can- 
not defend the order of preference, but by saying, 
that we have all some taste or other, of too ancient 
a date to admit of our remembering distinctly that 
it was an acquired one. I can call to mind the first 
play, and the first exhibition, that I was taken to ; 
but I am not conscious of a time when cliina iars 
and saucers were introduced into m}^ imagination. 

I had no repugnance then — ^why should I now 
have? — ^to those little, lawless, azure-tinctured gro- 
tesques, that under the notion of men and women, 
float about, uncircumscribed by any element, in that 
world before perspective — a china tea-cup. 

I hke to see my old friends — ^whom ifistance can- 
not diminish — ^figuring up in the air (so they appear 
to our optics), yet on terra fir ma still — ^for so we must-^ 
in courtesy interpret that speck of deeper blue, — 
which the decorous artist, to prevent absurdity, had 
made to spring up beneath their sandals. 

I love the men with women's faces, and the women, 
if possible, with still more womanish expressions. 

Here is a young and courtly Mandarin, handing 
t^ to a lady from a salver— two miles ofi. See how 
distance seems to set oS respect! And here the same 
lady, or another— for likeness is identity on tea-cups 
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— ^is stepping into a little fairy boat, moored on the 
hither side of this calm garden river, with a daintj' 
mincing foot, which in a right angle of incidence 
(as angles go in our world) must infallibly land her 
in the midst of a flowery mead — a furlong off on the 
other side of the same strange stream ! 

Farther on — ^if far or near can be predicated of 
their world — see horses, trees, pagodas, dancing the 
hays. 

Here — a cow and rabbit couchant, and co-ex- 
tensive — so objects show, seen through the lucid 
atmosphere of J^e Cathay. 

I w'as pointing out to my cousin last evening, over 
our Hyson (which we are old-fashioned enough to 
drink uiunixed still of an afternoon) some of these 
speciosa miracula upon a set of extraordinary old 
"bine china (a recent purchase) which we were now 
for the first time using; and could not help remark- 
ing, how favomrable circumstances had been to us 
of late years, that we could afford to please the eye 
sometimes with trifles of this sort — ^when a passing 
sentiment seemed to overshade the brow's of my 
companion. I am quick at detecting these summer 
clouds in Bridget. 

“ I rvish the good old times would come again,” 
she said, “ when we were not quite so rich. I do not 
mean, that I want to be poor; but there was a middle 
state ” — so she was pleased to ramble on , — “ in which 
I am sure we were a great deal happier. A purchase 
is but a purchase, now that you have money enough 
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and to spare. Formerly it used to be a triumph. 
Wlien we coveted a cheap luxury (and O ! how much 
ado I had to get you to consent in those times!) — 
we were used to have a debate two or three days 
before, and to weigh the /or and against, and think 
what we might spare it out of, and what saving we 
could hit upon, that should be an equivalent. A 
thing was w’orth buying then, when we felt the money 
that we paid for it. 

“ Do you remember the brown suit, which you 
made to hang upon you, tiU all your friends cried 
shame upon you, it grew so thread-bare — and aU be- 
cause of that folio Beaumont and Fletcher, \vhich 
you dragged home late at night from Barker’s in 
Covent Garden? Do you remember how we eyed it 
for weeks before we could make up our minds to the 
purchase, and had not come to a determination till 
it was near ten o’clock of the Saturday night, when 
you set off from Islington, fearing you should be too 
late — and when the old bookseller with some grumb- 
ling opened his shop, and by the t^vinkling taper 
(for he was setting bedwards) lighted out the relic 
from his dusty treasures — and when you lugged it 
home, wishing it were twice as cumbersome — and 
when you presented it to me — and when we w'ere 
exploring the perfectness of it {collating you called 
it) — and w'hile I was repairing some of the loose 
leaves with paste, which your impatience would not 
suffer to be left tiU daybreak — ^was there no pleasme 
in being a poor man? or can those neat black clothes 



ESSAYS OF ELIA 


192 

Attorney-General was insufficient to detect the lurk- 
ing snake among them. There were times, indeed, 
when we sighed for our more gentleman-like occupa- 
tion under Stuart. But with change of masters it 
is ever change of service. Already one paragraph, 
and another, as we learned afterwards from a gentle- 
man at the Treasury, had begun to be marked at 
that office, with a view of its being submitted at 
least to the attention of the proper Law Officers — 
when an unlucky, or rather lucky, epigram from 

our pen, aimed at Sir J s M ^h, who was on 

the eve of departing for India to reap the fruits of 
his apostasy, as F. pronounced it (it is hardly worth 
particularising), happening to offend the nice sense 
of Lord, or, as he then delighted to be called. Citizen 
Stanhope, deprived F. at once of the last hopes of 
a guinea from the last patron that had stuck by us; 
and breaking up our establishment, left us to the 
safe, but somewhat mortifjdng, neglect of the Crown 
Lawyers. It was about this time, or*a little earlier, 
that Dan Stuart made that curious confession to us, 
that he had “never deliberately walked into an 
Exhibition at Somerset House in his life.” 

Sir J s ilf h. Sir James JIackintosh, author of 

Vindiciez GalliceB, a reply to Burke’s Reflections on ll>e 
Revolution in France. Iamb’s " squib " on Mackintosh led 
to the extinction of the Albion newspaper. 

Ciii:c7i Stanhope. Of South Sea Bubble fame. See notes 
to South-Sea House. 
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OLD CHINA 

I HAVE an almost feminine partiality for old china. 
When I go to see any great house, I enquire for the 
china-closet, and next for the picture gallery. I can- 
not defend the order of preference, but by saying, 
that we have all some taste or other, of too ancient 
a date to admit of our remenibering distinctly that 
it was an acquired one. I can call to mind the first 
play, and the first exhibition, that I was taken to; 
but I am not conscious of a time when china jars 
and saucers were introduced into my imagination. 

I had no repugnance then — why should I now 
have?— to those little, lawless, azure-tinctured gro- 
tesques, that under the notion of men and women, 
float about, uncircumscribed by any element, in that 
world before perspective — a china tea-cup. 

I like to see my old friends — ^whom distance can- 
not diminish — ^figuring up in the air (so they appear 
to our optics), yet on terra firma still — ^for so we must- 
in courtesy interpret that speck of deeper blue, — 
which the decorous artist, to prevent absurdity, had 
made to spring up beneath their sandals. 

I love the men with women’s faces, and the women, 
if possible, mth still more womanish expressions. ^ 
Here is a young and courtly Mandarin, handing 
tea to a lady from a salver — ^two miles off. See how 
distance seems to set off respect ! And here the same 
lady, or another — for likeness is identity on tea-cups 

G 
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which you wear now, and are so careful to keep 
brushed, since we have become rich and finical, give 
you half the honest vanity, with which you flatmted 
it about in that overu'om suit — ^your old corbeau — 
for four or five weeks longer than you should have 
done, to pacify your conscience for the mighty sum 
of fifteen — or sixteen shillings was it? — a great 
affair we thought it then — which you had lavished 
on the old folio. Now you can afford to buy any 
book that pleases you, but I do not see that you ever 
bring me home any nice old purchases now.” 

" When you came home with twenty apologies for 
laying out a less number of shillings upon that print 
after Lionardo, which we christened the ' Lady 
Blanch ’ ; when you looked at the purchase, and 
thought of the money, and looked again at the 
picture — ^^vas there no pleasure in being a poor man? 
Now, you have nothing to do but to walk into Col- 
naghi’s, and buy a wilderness of Lionardos. Yet do 
you? 

“ Then, do you remember our pleasant walks to 
Enfield, and Potter's Bar, and Waltham, when we 
had a holyday — ^holydays, and all r^*er fun, are gone, 
now we are rich — and the little hai oasket in which 
I used to deposit our day's fare of ?^oury cold lamb 
and salad — and how you would pj^/ about at noon- 
tide for some decent house, wheae we might go in, 
and produce our store — only pajdng for the ale that 
you must call for — and specidate upon the looks of 
the landlady, and whether she was likely to allow 
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us a table-cloth — and wish for such another honest 
hostess, as Izaak Walton has described many a one 
on the pleasant banks of the Lea, w'hen he went a 
fishing — and sometimes they would prove obhging 
enough, and sometimes thej' would look grudgingly 
upon us — ^but we had cheerful looks stiU. for one 
another, and would eat om: plain food savorily, 
scarcely grudging Piscator his Trout HaU? Now, 
— ^when w'e go out a day’s pleasuring, which is seldom 
moreover, we ride part of the way — and go into a 
fine inn, and order the best of dinners, never debating 
the expense — which, after all, never has haK the 
relish of those chance country snaps, when we were 
at the mercy of uncertain usage, and a precarious 
welcome. 

" You are too proud to see a play anywhere now 
but in the pit. Do you remember where it was we 
used to sit, when we saw the Battle of Hexham, and 
the Surrender of Calais, and Bannister and Mrs. 
Bland in the Children in the Wood — ^when we squeezed 
out our shillings a-piece to sit three or four times in 
a season in the one-shiUing gallery — ^where you felt 
all the time that you ought not to have brought me 
— and more .strongly I felt obligation to you for 
having brought me — and the pleasme was the better 
for a little shame — and when the curtain drew up, 
what cared we for our place in the house, or what 
mattered it where we were sitting, when our thoughts 
were with Rosalind in Arden, or with Viola at the 
Court of lUyria? You used to say, that the Gallery 
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was the best place of all for enjoying a play socially 
— ^that the relish of such exhibitions must be in pro- 
portion to the infrequency of going — ^that the com- 
pany we met there, not being in general readers of 
plays, were obliged to attend the more, and did 
attend, to what was going on, on the stage — because 
a word lost would have been a chasm, which it was 
impossible for them to fill up. With such reflections 
we consoled our pride then — and I appeal to you, 
whether, as a woman, I met generally uith less atten- 
tion and accommodation, than I have done since in 
more expensive situations in the house ? The getting 
in indeed, and the crowding up those inconvenient 
staircases, was bad enough, — ^but there was still a 
law of civilit}'- to woman recognised to quite as great 
an extent as we ever found in the other passages — 
and how a little difficult}' overcome heightened the 
snug seat, and the play, afterwards! Now we can 
only pay our money and Avalk in. You cannot see, 
you say, in the galleries now. I am sure we saw, 
and heard too. well enough then — but sight, and all, 
I think, is gone with our poverty. ^ 

" There was pleasure in eating strawberries, before 
they became quite common — ^in the first dish of peas, 
while they were yet dear — ^to have them for a nice 
supper, a treat. YTiat treat can we have now? If 
we were to treat ourselves now’ — ^that is, to 'have 
dainties a little above oiu: means, it w’ould be selfish 
and TOcked. It is very little more that we allow our- 
selves beyond what the actual poor can get at, that 



OLD CHINA ■ 


199 

makes what I call a treat — two people li\^g 
together, as we have done, now and then indulge 
themselves in a cheap luxury, which both like; while 
each apologises, and is willing to take both halves 
of the blame to his single share. I see no harm in 
people making much of themsdves in that sense of 
the word. It may give them a hint how to make 
much of others. But now — what I mean b3’- the word 
— ^we never do make much of ourselv'es. None but 
the poor can do it. I do not mean the veriest poor 
of all, but persons as we w’ere, just above povertj*. 

" I know what you were going to say, that it is 
mighty' pleasant at the end of the j'^ear to make all 
meet, — and much ado we used to have every Thirtv- 
first Night of December to account for our exceed- 
ings — ^many a long face did you make over your 
puzzled accounts, and in contri^mg to make it out 
how we had spent so much — or that we had not 
spent so much — or that it was impossible we should 
spend so much next yeax — and stiU we found our 
slender capital decreasing — but then, betwixt wa\^, 
and projects, and compromises of one sort or another, 
and talk of curtailing this charge, and doing without 
that for the future — and the hope that j'outh brings, 
and laughing spirits (in which you were never poor 
till now) we pocketed up our loss, and in conclusion, 
vith ‘ lust\* brimmers ' (as t'ou used to quote it out 
of hearty cheerful Mr. Cotton, as you called him), we 
used to welcome in the ‘ coming guest.' Now we 
have no reckoning at all at the end of the old j'ear — 
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no flattering promises about the new year doing 
better for us.” 

Bridget is so sparing of her speech on most occa- 
sions, that when she gets into a rhetorical vein, I 
am careful how I interrupt it. I could not help, how- 
ever, smiling at the phantom of wealth which her 
dear imagination had conjured up out of a dear 

income of poor hundred pounds a year. " It 

is true we were happier when we were poorer, but 
we were also younger, my cousin. I am afraid we 
must put up with the excess, for if we were to shake 
the superflux into the sea, we should not much mend 
ourselves. That we had much to struggle with, as 
we grew up together, we have reason to be most 
thankful. It strengthened, and knit our compact 
doser. We could never have been what we have been 
to each other, if we had always had the sufficiency 
which you now complain of. The resisting power — 
those natural dilations of the youthful spirit, which 
circumstances cannot straiten — with us are long since 
passed away. Competence to age is supplementary 
youth, a sorry supplement indeed, but I fear the 
best that is to be had. We must ride, where we 
formerly walked: live better, and lie softer — and 
shall be wise to do so — than we had means to do in 
those good old da 3 rs you speak of. Yet could those 
da 3 rs return — could you and I once more w'alk om: 
thirty miles a-day — could Bannister and Mrs. Bland 
again be young, and you and I be young to see them 
— could die good old one-shilling gallery days return 
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— they are dreams, my cousin, now — ^but could you 
and I at this moment, instead of this quiet argument, 
by our well-carpeted fire-side, sitting on this luxurious 
sofa — ^be once more struggling up those inconvenient 
stair cases, pushed about, and squeezed, and elbowed 
by the poorest rabble of poor gallery scramblers — 
could I once more hear those anxious shrieks of yours 
— and the delicious Thank God, we are safe, which 
always followed when the topmost stair, conquered, 
let in the first light of the whole cheerful tiieatre 
down beneath us — I know not the fathom line that 
ever touched a descent so deep as I would be willing 
to bury more wealth in than Croesus had, or the 

great Jew R is supposed to have, to purchase 

it. And now do just look at that merry little Chinese 
waiter holding an umbrella, big enough for a feed- 
tester, over the head of that pretty insipid half- 
Madonnaish chit of a lady in that very blue summer 
house.” 


CONFESSIONS OF A DRUNKARD 

Dehortations from the use of strong liquors have 
been the favourite topic of sober dedaimers in all 
ages, and have been received wth abundance of 
applause bj-^ water-drinking critics. But with the 

Jew R . Rothschild. Waterloo was a fairly recent 

event when this Essay was written. 

Confessions of a Drunkard. As to Lanib's addiction to drink 
see the Biographical Sketch. 
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patient himself, the man that is to be cured, im- 
fortunately their sound has seldom prevailed. Yet 
the evil is acknowledged, the remedy simple. Abstain. 
No force can oblige a man to raise the glass to his 
head against his will. 'Tis as easy as not to steal, not 
to tell lies. 

Alas! the hand to pilfer, and the tongue to bear 
false witness, have no constitutional tendency. These 
are actions indifferent to them. At the first instance 
of the reformed wiU, they can be brought off without 
a murmur. The itching finger is but a figure in speech, 
and the tongue of the liar can with the same natural 
delight give forth useful truths, wth which it has 
been accustomed to scatter their pernicious con- 
traries. But when a man has commenced sot 

0 pause, thou sturdy moralist, thou person of stout 
nerves and a strong head, whose liver is happily rm- 
touched, and ere thy gorge riseth at the name which 
I have ^vritten, first learn what the thing is; how 
much of compassion, how much of human allowance, 
thou mayst virtuously mingle with thy disapproba- 
tion. Trample not on the rains of a man. Exact not, 
under so terrible a penalty as infamy, a resuscitation 
from a state of death almost as real as that from which 
Lazarus rose not but by a miracle. 

Begin a reformation, and custom will make it easy. 
But what if the beginning be dreadful, the first steps 
not like climbing a mountain but going through fire? 
what if the whole system must undergo a change 
violent as that which we conceive of the mutation of 
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form in some insects ? what if a process comparable 
to flaying alive be to be gone through ? is the weak- 
ness that sinks under such struggles to be confounded 
with the pertinacity w'hich clings to other vic^, 
which have induced no constitutional necessity, no 
engagement of the whole victim, body and soul ? 

I have kno\vn one in that state, when he has tried 
to abstain but for one evening, — though the poisonous 
potion had long ceased to bring back its first enchant- 
ments, though he was sure it would rather deepen 
his gloom than brighten it, — in the violence of the 
struggle, and the necessity he has felt of getting rid 
of the present sensation at any rate, I have known 
him to scream out, to cry aloud, for the anguish and 
pain of the strife vithin him. 

should I hesitate to declare, that the man of 
whom I speak is myself? I have no puling apology 
to make to mankind. I see them all in one way or 
another deviating from the pure reason. It is to my 
own nature alone I am accountable for the woe that 
I have brought upon it. 

I believe that there are constitutions, robust heads 
and iron insides, whom scarce any excesses can hmrt; 
whom brandy (I have seen them drink it like wine), 
at all events whom ^vine, taken in ever so plentiful 
measure, can do no worse injury to than just to 
muddle their faculties, perhaps never ver5’’ pellucid. 
On them this discourse is wasted. They %vould but 
laugh at a wealc brother, who, trying his strength with 
them, and coming off foiled from the contest, would 
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fain persuade them that such agonistic exercises are 
dangerous. It is to a very different description of 
persons I speak. It is to ■&e weak, the nervous; to 
those who feel the want of some artificial aid to raise 
their spirits in society to what is no more than the 
ordinary pitch of all around them wthout it. This 
is the secret of our drinking. Such must fly the con- 
vivial board in the first instance, if they do not mean 
to sell themselves for term of life. 

Twelve years ago I had completed my six-and- 
twentieth year, I had lived from the period of leaving 
school to that time pretty much in solitude. My 
companions were chiefly books, or at most one or 
two living ones of my own book-loving and sober 
stamp. I rose early, went to bed betimes, and the 
faculties which God had given me, I have reason to 
think, did not rust in me unused. 

About that time I fell in with some companions 
of a different order. They were men of boisterous 
spirits, sitters up a-iughts, disputants, drunken; yet 
seemed to have something noble about them. We 
dealt about the wit, or what passes for it after mid- 
night, jovially. Of the quality called fancy I cer- 
tainly possessed a larger share than my companions. 
Encouraged by their applause, I set up for a pro- 
fessed joker! I, who of all men am least fitted for 
such an occupation, having, in addition ^to the 
greatest difficulty w'hich I experience at aU times 
of finding words to express my meaning, a natural 
nervous impediment in my speech! 
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Reader, if you are gifted ■with nerves like 'mine, 
aspire to any character but that of a wit. When you 
find a tickling relish upon your tongue disposing you 
to that sort of conversation, especially if you find 
a preternatural flow of ideas setting in upon you at 
the sight of a bottle and firesh glasses, avoid gi'ving 
way to it as you would fly your greatest destruction. 
If you cannot crush the power of fancy, or that with- 
in you which you mistake for such, divert it, give it 
some other play. Write an essay, pen a character 
or description, — but not as I do now', \vith tears 
trickling down your cheeks. 

To be an object of compassion to friends, of de- 
rision to foes; to be suspected by strangers, stared 
at by fools; to be esteemed dtfll when you cannot be 
witty, to be applauded for ■witty when you know' 
that you have been dull; to be called upon for the 
extemporaneous exercise of that faculty which no 
premeditation can give; to be spurred on to efforts 
which end in contempt; to be set on to provoke 
mirth which prociues the procurer hatred; to give 
pleasure and be paid with squinting malice; to s^wal- 
low draughts of life-destroying ■wine which are to 
be distilled into airy breath to tickle vain auditors; 
to mortgage miserable morrorvs for nights of mad- 
ness; to waste whole seas of time upon those who 
pay it back in little inconsiderable drops of grudging 
applause, — are the wages of buffoonery and death. 

Time, which has a sure stroke of dissol^ving all con- 
nections w'hich have no solider fastening than this 
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liquid cement, more kind to me than my own taste 
or penetration, at length opened my eyes to the sup- 
posed qualities of my first friends. No trace of them 
is left but in the vices which they introduced, and 
the habits they infixed. In them my friends survive 
still, and exercise ample retribution for an}"^ supposed 
infidelity that I may have been guilty of towards 
them. 

My next more immediate companions were and 
are persons of such intrinsic and felt worth, that 
though accidentally their acquaintance has proved 
pernicious to me, I do not know that if the thing 
were to do over again, I should have the courage to 
eschew the mischief at the price of forfeiting the 
benefit. I came to them reeking from the streams 
of my late over-heated notions of companionship; 
and the slightest fuel which they rmconsciouslj' 
afforded, rvas sufBcient to feed my old fires into a 
propensity. 

They were no drinkers, but, one from professional 
habits, and another from a custom derived from his 
father, smoked tobacco. The devil could not have 
devised a more subtle trap to re-take a backsliding 
penitent. The transition, from gulping down draughts 
of liquid fire to puffing out irraocuous blasts of dr}’ 
smoke, was so like cheating him. But he is too hard 
for us when we hope to commute. He beats us at 
barter; and when we think to set off a new failing 
against an old infirmity, 'tis odds but he puts the 
trick upon us of two for one. That (comparative!}’) 
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white devil of tobacco brought with him in the end 

seven worse than himself. 

It Avere impertinent to carry the reader through 
all the processes by which, from smoking at fct 
with malt liquor, I took my degrees through thin 
■svines, through stronger wine and water, throu^ 
small punch, to those juggling compositions, winch, 
under the name of mixed liquors, slur a great d^ 
of brandy or other poison under less and less water 
continually, until they come next to none, and so to 
none at all. But it is hateful to disclose the secrets 

of my Tartarus. . . 

I should repel my readers, from a mere mcapaaty 
of believing me, were I to tell them what tobocco h^ 
been to me, the drudging service which I have pmd, 
the slavery which I have vowed to it. How, 

I have resolved to quit it, a feeling as of mgratitude 
has started up; how it has put on personal dmms 
and made the demands of a friend upon me. How 
the reading of it casually in a book, as where Adams 
takes his whiff in the chimney-comei- of some ^ 
in Joseph Andreii’s. or Piscator in the Compute 
Angler breaks his fast upon a morning pipe m that 
delicate room Piscatoribiis Sacrum, has m a moment 
broken down the resistance of weeks. How a pipe 
was ever in my midnight path before me, till the 
dsion forced me to realise it,— how thm its ascend- 
ing vapours curled, its fragrance lulled, and the 
thousand delicious ministerings conversant about it, 
emplo3dng every faculti’-, extracted the sense of pain. 
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How from illuminating it came to darken, from a 
quick solace it turned to a negative relief, thence to 
a restlessness and dissatisfaction, thence to a positive 
misery. How, even now, when the whole secret 
stands confessed in all its dreadful truth before 
me, I feel myself linked to it beyond the power of 
revocation. Bone of my bone 

Persons not accustomed to examine the motives 
of their actions, to reckon up the countless nails that 
rivet the chains of habit, or perhaps being bound by 
none so obdurate as those I have confessed to, may 
lecod from this as from an overcharged picture. But 
what short of such a bondage is it, which in spite of 
protesting friends, a Aveeping %vife, and a reprobat- 
ing world, chains down many a poor fellow, of no 
original indisposition to goodness, to his pipe and his 
pot? 

I have seen a print after Correggio, in which three 
female figures are ministering to a man who sits fast 
bound at the root of a tree. Sensuality is soothing 
him, Evil Habit is nailing him to a branch, and Re- 
pugnance at the same instant of time is appl5dng a 
snake to his side. In his face is feeble delight, the 


recollection of past rather than perception of present 
pleasures, languid enjojnnent of evil wth utter im- 
becility to good, a Sybaritic eSeminacy, a submission 


to bondage, the springs of the will gone down like 
a broken clock, the sin and the suffering co-instan- 
^'ne'ius j or the latter forenmning the former, remorse 
precek? g action — all this represented in one point 
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of time. — ^When I saw this, I admired the wonderful 
skill of the painter. But when I went away, I wept, 
because I thought of my own condition. 

Of ihat there is no hope that it should ever change. 
The waters have gone over me. But out of the black 
depths, could I be heard, I would cry out to all those 
who have but set a foot in the perilous flood. Could 
the youth, to whom the flavour of his first wine is 
delicious as the opening scenes of life or the entering 
upon some newly discovered paradise, look into my 
desolation, and be made to understand what a dreary 
thing it is when a man shall feel himself going down 
a precipice wth open eyes and a passive will, — to see 
his destruction and have no power to stop it, and 
yet to feel it all the way emanating from himself; to 
perceive all goodness emptied out of him, and yet 
not to be able to forget a time when it was otherwise; ' 
to bear about the piteous spectacle of his o\vn self- 
ruins: — could he see my fevered eye, feverish with 
last night’s drinking, and feverishly looking for this 
night’s repetition of the folly; could he feel the body 
of the death out of which I cry hourly with feebler 
and feebler outcry to be delivered, — ^it were enough 
to make him dash the sparkhng beverage to the 
earth in aU the pride of its mantling temptation; to 
make him clasp his teeth, 

and not undo ’em 

To suffer wet damnation to run thro' 'em. 

Yea, but (methinks I hear somebody object) if 
sobriety be that fine thing you would have us 'to 
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understand, if the comforts of a cool brain are to 
be preferred to that state of heated excitement 
■which you describe and deplore, what hinders in your 
own instance that you do not return to those habits 
from which you would induce others never to swer%’e ? 
if the blessing be worth preserving, is it not worth 
recovering ? 

Recoveriitg ! — O if a wish could transport me back 
to those days of youth, when a draught from the next 
clear spring could slake any heats which summer 
suns and youthful exercise had power to stir up in 
the blood, how gladly would I return to thee, pure 
element, the drink of children, and of child-like holy 
hermit! In m}* dreams I can sometimes fancj' thy 
cool refreshment purling over my burning tongue. 
But my waking stomach rejects it. That which re- 
freshes iimocence, onlj’ makes me sick and faint. 

But is there no middle way betwixt total abstin- 
ence and the excess which kills you ? For your sake, 
reader, and that you ma}' never attain to m}’ ex- 
perience, TOth pain I must utter the dreadful truth, 
that there is none, none that I can find. In my stage 
of habit (I speak not of habits less confirmed — for 
some of them I believe the advice to be most pru- 
dential), in the stage which I have reached, to stop 
short of that measme which is sufficient to draw on 
torpor and sleep, the benumbing apoplectic sleep 
of the drunkard, is to have taken none at all. The 
pain of the self-denial is all one. And what that is, 
I had rather the reader should believe on my credit. 
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than know from his own trial. He tvill come to know 
it, whenever he shall arrive in that state, in which, 
p^adoxical as it may appear, reason shall only vis^ 
him through intoxication', for it is a fearful truth, 
that the inteUectual faculties by repeated acts of 
intemperance may be driven from their orderly 
sphere of action, their clear daylight ministeriK, rath 
they shall be brought at last to depend, for the faint 
manifestation of their departing energies, 
returning periods of the fatal madness to ^^hlc ^ ey 
owe their devastation. The drinking man is 
less himself than during his sober intervals. Evil 

is so far his good. 

Behold me then, in the robust penod of Me, re- 
duced to imbecility and deca5^ Hear me count my 
gains, and the profits which I have denved from the 

midnight cup. , ,1., 

Twelve vears ago I was possessed of a 
frame of iMnd and body. I was never strong, but i 
think my constitution (for a weak one) w^ as happily 
exempt from the tendency to any malady as it was 
possible to be. I scarce knew what it was to ah ^y- 
thing. Now, except when I am losing myself m a 
sea of drink, I am never free from those uneasy sensa- 
tions in head and stomach, which are so much worse 
to bear than any definite pains or aches. _ _ 

At that time I was seldom in bed after six m uhe 
morning, summer and 'si’inter. I awoke r K e , 
and seldom without some merry thoughts m my h^d, 
or some piece of a song to welcome the new-born day. 
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Now, the first feeling which besets me, after stretch- 
ing out the hours of recumbence to their last possible 
extent, is a forecast of the wearisome day that lies 
before me, with a secret wish that I could have lain 
on still, or never awaked. 

Life itself, my waking life, has much of the con- 
fusion, the trouble, and obscure perplexity, of an 
ill dream. In the day time I stumble upon dark 
mountains. 

Business, which, though never particularly adapted 
to my nature, yet as something of necessity to be 
gone through, and therefore' best undertaken with 
cheerfulness, I used to enter upon -with some d<^ee 
of alacrity, no'»v wearies, afirights, perplexes me. I 
fancy all sorts of discouragements, and am ready to 
give up an occupation which gives me bread, from 
a harassing conceit of incapacity. The slightest com- 
mission given me by a friend, or any small dut}' 
which I have to perform for mj’self, as giving orders 
to a tradesman, etc., haunts me as a labour impossible 
to be got through. So much the springs of action 
are broken. 

The same cowardice attends me in all my inter- 
comrse with mankind. I dare not promise that a 
friend's honour, or his cause, would be safe in my 
keeping, if I were put to the expense of any manly 
resolution in defending it. So much the springs of 
moral action are deadened within me. 

My favourite occupations in times past, now cease 
to entertain. I can do nothing readily. -Application 
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for ever ?o short a time kills me. This poor abstract 
of m 3 ‘ condition was penned at long intervals, with 
scarcely an\’ attempt at connection of thought, which 
is now difficult to me. 

The noble passages whicli forraerty delighted me 
in history’ or poetic fiction, now only' draw a few weak 
tears, aUied to dotage. 5Iy broken and dispirited 
nature seems to sink before anything great and 
admirable. 

I perpetually’ catch myself in tears, for any’ cause, 
or none. It is inexpressible how much this infirraity'^ 
adds to a sense of shame, and a general feeling of 
deterioration. 

Tlicsc are some of the instances, concerning which 
I can say ^Yith truth, that it was not always so with 
me. 

Shall I lift up the veil of my’ weakness any'’ further ? 
or is tliis disclosure sufficient ? 

I am a poor nameless egotist, who have no vanity 
to consult by these Confessions. I know not whether 
I shall be laughed at, or heard seriously. Sudi as 
they’ are, I commend them to the reader's attention, 
if he find his o^vn case any’ way’ touclied. I have told 
him what I am’comc to. Let him stop in time. 
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HESTEE 


Wien maidens such as Hester die. 

Their place ye may not well supply. 

Though yc among a thousand try. 

With vain endeavour. 

A month or more hath she been dead. 

Yet cannot I by force be led. 

To think upon the wormy bed. 

And her together. 

A springy motion in her gait, 

A rising step, did indicate 
Of pride and joy no common rate, 

Tiiat flush'd her spirit. 

tinier. The subject ot this poem (written 1 S 03 ) was 
Hester Savors', on wlio.-e de.atli l„aiii1> svrotc to Manning 
as follows; 

" I send you some verses I have made on the death of a 
young Qn.aher you may h.avc heard me speak of as being in 
iovc with for some years while I lived at I’cntonville, though 
1 had never .spoken to her in my life. She tlied about a montli 
since. If you bavc interest with the AbW- de Lisle you may 
get ‘cm translated: he has done as much for the C,eorgic.s.” 

Lamb, as he s.ij’s in his " A Quaker;;' Meeting *’ loved 
the early Quakers: their gentlcnc-ss, their tranquillity, and 
garb all strongly appealed to him, and it is not svithout 
interest to rcc.all the description given by Mrs. Balmanno, 
an American lady, of M.ary Lamb'.s dress at one of Hood's 
dinner-parties. l.amb, this lady noted, was " .alwaj's play- 
ing pranks on iris sister, who was dre.sscd witli Quaker- 
like simplicity in a dove-colourc<l silk, with a transparent 
kerchief of snow-white muslin folded across her bosom " 
{Mciiton'nh of T, Hood). 
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I know not by what name beside 
I shall it call : — ^if 'twas not pride. 

It was a joy to that allied. 

She did inherit. 

Her parents held the Quaker rule. 
WTiiA doth the human feeling’ cool. 
But she was train'd in Nature's school. 
Nature had blest her. 

A waking eye, a pr3ing mind, 

A heart that stirs, is hard to bind, 

A hawk’s keen sight ye cannot blind. 
Ye could not Hester. 

Sly sprightly neighbour, gone before 
To that unknow and silent shore. 
Shall we not meet, as heretofore, 

Some Summer morning. 


SSTien from thy cheerful eyes a ray 
Hath struck a bliss upon the day, 

A bliss that would not go away, 

A sweet fore-warning ? 

February, 1803 - 
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THE OLD FAMILIAR FACES 

I have had pla5rmates, I have had companions. 

In my days of childhood, in my io3’ful school-days — 
Ail, ^ are gone, the old familiar faces. 

I have been laughing, I have been carousing, 
Drinldng late, sitting late, with my bosom cronies. 
All, all are gone, the old familiar faces. 

I loved a love once, fairest among women; 

Closed are her doors on me, I must not see her — 

All, ah. are gone, the old familiar faces. 

Old Familiar Faces. The following stanza, on acconnt of 
the fearful tragedy it recalled, was suppressed on publicatioa 
of the poem: 

"Where are they gone, the old fcniliar faces ? 

I had a mother, but she died. 

Died -prematurely in a day of horrors. 

See further, on this " day of horrors,” the Biographical Sketch. 

There is another poem by I;amb, not diKimilar in senti- 
ment, entitled Going or Gone, which appeared in Hone's 
Everyday Booh. Cf. the lines: 

Kindly hearts have I known; 

Kindly hearts, they are flown. 

The general tone of this latter poem is, however, gayer, 
and the " kindly hearts " seem, from names mentioned in 
the early stanzas, to refer to the companions of his salad days 
at the Temple. 

Fairest among women. Alice "Winterton. 
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I have a friend, a kinder friend has no man; 

Like an ingrate. I left my Mend abruptly 
Left him. to muse on the old famihar faces. 

Ghost-like I paced round the haunts of my childhood. 
EMh seem'd a desert I was bo^d to traverse. 
Seeking to find the old familiar faces 

Friend of my bosom, thou more than a 

Why wert not thou bom m my lathCT g • 

So might we talk of the old famihar faces^ 

How some they have died, and “"J' *'5' 

And some are taken from me; aU are depaite , 

All. all are gone, the old famihar faces. 

January, 179*- 

Friend. This dcubll=» 

and Lamb there was a c poetiy in a collection 

in ridicule of lus full account 

they proposed to falfourd’s Life of Lamb 

of this storm in a teacup c 
{1S94 edition). 




A MEMOIR OF CHARLES LAMB 

It may be said as justly of Charles Lamb as of any 
one that he was th^true child of adversity. AfSiction 
found in him that fertile'soirof virtue. 

Where patience, honour, sweet humanitj'. 

Calm fortitude, take root and strongly flourish. 

To read his essays is to learn the lesson of that 
spiritual happin^s which comes to a good man 
seeking innocent joys in the face of an ever present 
trouble and in spite oi a mordant and harrowing 
fear. And if his high sense of the fitness of things 
restrained him from turning to jest or making liter- 
ary capital of incidents in his life which might well 
sting more acrimonious minds to retaliation, yet 
his own physical peciiliarities, shortcomings real or 
fancied, and dreary office life are not . seldom the 
theme of his playful and ironic wit. Throughout 
hjs, essays, which survey the whole range o^ life, is 
plainly discernible a genuine, philosophy pf c ontffl t- 
rrieht,' that contentment which, in the words of his 
favourite Cowley, is the legacy of one “whom the 
wise indulgency of heaven, rvith sparing hand, but 
just enough has given.” 

Charles Lamb was bom on loth FebruaryjP775> 
'"218 * 
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in. Cro\ra OflBce Row, Inner .Temple, and spent the 
first seven 5’ears of his life there. His father, John 
Lamb, who figures as Level in the essay “ On some 
of the Old Benchers,” was a Lincolnshire man of 
humble station who came up to London as a little 
boy, -and became a clerk in the employ of Mr. Salt, 
a kindlj^ bencher of the Inner Temple. This I^Ir. Salt, 
the tutelary genius of the Lamb family, crops up ever 
and again in the Essays, now as a “ deputy-governor ” 
of Lamb’s school, Christ’s Hospital, now in his o\to 
proper person as in the essa5>- on the benchers, and 
Lamb’s gratefulness to this well-disposed man is 
apparent in his -writings. Indeed, as has frequently 
been remarked, a very tolerable outline of Lamb’s 
whole life might well be constructed from the internal 
evidence of these essaj's, and this notwithstanding 
the author’s delightful habit of blending fact with 
fiction. 

Charles had an elder. brother. John (of the East 
India Houie), twelve years older, and a sist er Mary, 
or Mary- Anne, ten years, older than himself. J^n 
is graphicafi}'^ portrayed under the name of James 
Elia in the essay “ My Relations,” and Mary fibres 
throughout the essays as Elia’s cousin Bridget. Of 
the elder Lamb -we are told oh Talfourd’s high 
authority that though poor he brought his children 
up w'ell; but of Lamb’s iU -fated mother v re learn 
but little beyond fEeTacFthat she was a “ -womari 
of such matronly and commanding appearance that, 
according to the recollection of one of Lamb’s school- 
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fellows, 'she might be taken for a sister of Mrs. 
Siddons,’ ” She does not iigure in the essays, for 
the very good reason that hCT terrible^eath.at the 
h ands of the insane Mary., Lamb made her memory 
too painful for revival. There seems to have been 
t an hereditary tendency to insanity in the Lam b 
(family. The father sink'ihfo dotage long"B 3 ore Ms 
time, and many were the weary evenings Charles 
had to spend Avith him at cribbage to amuse Ms 
waning faculties. Charles, too, appears to have spent 
some six weeks in a Hoxtqn asylim in lyghjlndjus 
letters to Coleridge suggest that the* cause_ of this 
illness was a love affair. In 1782 Lamb obtained a 
presentation to the foundation of Christ’s Hospital, 
where he remained for eight years. We learn little 
either from his own or other books of his school-days. 

Charles Le Grice (see notes to the essay on Christ’s 
Hosptal) describes him as “ an amiable, gentle boy, 
very sensible and keenly observing, indulged by Ms 
schoolfellows and by his master, on account of his 
infirmity of speech. “ His countenance,” according 
to the same authority, “ was mild; his complexion 
clear, brow ^vith an expression wMch might lead you 
to tMnk that he was of Jewish descent. His eyes 
were not each of the same colour, one was hazel, the 
other had specks of grey in the iris, mingled as we 
see red spots in the bloodstone.” Even if we knew 
nothing of Lamb’s life, we could imagine the writer 
of such essays to_be a man beloved by the whole 
circle of his acquaintances, and at enmity with none; 
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and this indeed seems to have been as true of Mm 
when a boy as in later years. His gentle manner 
invited kindness at school, while Ms delicate frame, 
and a difficulty of utterance which was enhanced 
by agitation, unfitted him, we are told, for joining 
in any boisterous sport. The probability is that 
Ms life at school, where he seems to have attained 
the digraty of a Deputy Grecian, %vas not unhapp5\ 
The strictures he passes on Ms old school in the 
essay “Christ’s Hospital Five and Thirty Years 
Ago ” are the fruit of mature reflection and more- 
over do not coincide with his own “ Recollections of 
Christ's Hospital “ ; and in the later essay it must be 
borne in mind that he is tr3dng to see things vicari- 
ously through the lofty mental vision of Coleridge, in 
whose person he affects to be speaking. The truth 
is that a man’s reminiscences hoarded up from an 
unusually observant boyhood are always very apt 
to change their hue in the light of a more deliberate 
judgment. 

Another contemporarj' picture of the Blue-Coat 
School is to be found in Leigh Hunt’s Autobiography, 
from which hvely account the reader viU probably 
draw' the inference that, despite the uncertain tem- 
per of the famous master Boyer and the eccentricities 
of the dilettante Field, the boys acted pretty much 
as they liked, and that the clever boy with any 
aptitude for learmng had no cause, in after life, 
to reproach Ms school. The tragedy in Lamb's case 
was that Ms utterance precluded his going to tlie 
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University. He showed proficiency^ in ^ tin com- 
position, both prose and verse, knew the works of 
Vergil, Terence and Xenophon, and would doubtless 
have won an exhibition; but as these were ^ven on 
the condition of entering tlie Church, and Lamb’s 
impediment in speech put this out of the question, 
he was debarred from a University education. There 
is nothing in his essays more eloquent than the 
regrets this deprivation caused him, for in their ex- 
pression they manifest all the gentle resignation of 
his lovable and unselfish nature. Many a holiday 
would he spend in Oxford or Cambridge, fired like 
jMr. Hardy’s Jude Fawley “ rvitli literary' study' and 
the magnificent Christminster dream.” In the essay 
" Oxford in the Vacation ” he is, as it were, encircled 
OTth the breath and sentiment of the venerable city', 
and rejoices that he can there ” play the gentleman, 
enact the student,” and once again, in the Christ 
Church quadrangle, ” be content to pass for nothing 
short of a Seraphic Doctor.” The same confession 
of wistful regret is expressed in a sonnet of his 
written at Cambridge: 

I was not train’d in academic bo'ners. 

And to those learned streams I nothing owe 
tVhich copious irom those twin fair founts do flow; 
Mine have been anything but studious hours. 

Yet can I fancy, wandering ’mid thy towers. 

Myself a nurslmg, Granta, of thy lap. 

“ What a place to be in is an old library! ” he e.x- 
claims, but something of what he missed at school 
he found in Mr. Samuel Salt's chambers, where he 
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James White, whose aspirations to literary fame, in 
spite of Lamb’s efforts on his behalf, were doomed 
to disappointment. But at least “ Te rn ” White wiU 
be remembered as the inspirer^pf Lamb’s. ‘LPraise of 
Chimney Sweepers,” for apparently he was celebrated 
for the suppers lie gave to these ” young Africans " 
of the Metropolis.' But the_fn_end_pf LamV^seripus 
moods \yas the quondam " inspired charity-boy,” 
Samuel Taylor Coleridge, and the scene of their meet- 
ings, whenever Coleridge (who went up to the Univer- 
sity from Christ’s Hospital) came to London, was a 
tavern called the " Salutation and Cat ” in Smith- 
field. “ The warmth of Coleridge’s friendship,” says 
Talfourd, "Applied "the quickening iinpulse, .to 
Lamb’s genius; but the germ enfolding all its nice 
peculiarities lay ready for The -influence," and ex- 
filter f<T£jps aad fines cl its cr»n. ” These isst 
words, if inferences can safely be drawn from their 
respective works, are undoubtedly true. Coleridge’s 
extraordinary imagination and poetic genius were 
for ever lifting him high on the mists of abstract 
speculation, or luring him into the s5rmbolism of 
beautiful and singularly original images, and in his 
own way Coleridge is as supra-mimdane as Shelley. 
But Lamb, if he could not at ^vill “ conjure up 
icy domes and pleasure houses for Kubla Khan and 
Abyssinian maids,” had an imagination of an alto- 
gether different order — and so very different th^t 
it has sometimes been stated that he was devoid 
of imagination. The fact is, of course, that J-amb, 
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universal knowledge, and his work revels th^ efforts 
of a magnificent speculator in daring metaphysic. 
Lamb “clung to the realities of life and all things 
near and dear’to him.” And thus it is that his yerse 
shows nothing whatever of the influence of Coleridge; 
he* deeply admired, as that very ascetic collection 
of letters between the two men show, such work 
of the quondam Grecian of Christ's Hospital as his 
Religious Musings, deeming it something exotically 
brilliant, but he had not the smallest inclination to 
try his hand at it. 

Life in literary association with Coleridge and later 
with Charles Lloyd, a young poet of Quaker origin, 
and of a “ pensive cast of thought,” was now becom- 
ing less irksome than the task-work at India House 
might otherwise have made it. Unhappily, for Lamb 
his father was sinking into dotage, an d his sister 
Mary had become so worn with nervous misery, 
through constant attentions to her infirm mother, 
that she suddenly became insane, and the tragedy 
which shaped anew the whole course of Lamb’s life 
now occurred. In a fit of hpmicidal mania, Mary 
Lamb chased a little girf-apprentice round the room, 
whose shrieks brought the landlord on the scene. 
, But he was too late, for the demented young woman 
had stabbed her mother to the heart and severely 
wounded her father. Most relatives would have pre- 
ferred, in these circumstances, to leave a person so 
harassingly afflicted permanently under the care of 
a mental hospital, and this indeed was the view of 
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the prosperous John Lamb. It is to the eternal honour > 
of Charles Lamb that he never swerved from what; 
he conceived to be the path of his moral obligations: - 
we cannot seriously doubt that it was his intention 
to aspire to the hand of the “ fair-haired maid ” with 
" eyes of watchet blue” — ^the Alice or AnnaWinterton 
commemorated in his early .verses and in the “ Dream 
Children and the tranquil confidence and living 
self-abnegation which he revealed at this crisis, have 
given him a claim to the respect of posterity as a 
ifian equal to that won by him as a writer. With 
the aid of friends — for John Lamb would do nothing 
in the matter — he was able, when Mary got better, 
to secure her release from permanent detention on 
the express condition that he made himself respon- 
sible for her safe keeping. The story of the manage 
of the brother and sister, that pathetic picture of 
Charles Lloyd meeting ^Yith the pair in the fields 
near Hoxton both weeping bitterly and walking 
hand in hand to the asylum, and their joint literary' 
labours, are kno\vn to everyone. Charles’s income at 
this time was but a hundred a year, yet he watched 
over his sister’s health with an atoost maternal 
solicitude, and when it is realised that he himself 
was constitutionally timid and of exquisite sensibility, 
the strength of his constant devotion for a period 
of nearly forty years, imimpaired by the harrowing 
fear of frequent relapses of his sister’s afSiction, 
speaks for itself. 

- His next literary efforts comprised various sonnets. 
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four fraginents*of blank verse (including The Gran- 
dame), a poem called the Tomb of Douglas, and 
some verses to Charles Lloyd which were published 
at Bristol in 1797 with a number of poems by 
Coleridge and Lloyd. Following these appeared a 
small volume entitled Blatik Verse, by Charles Lloyd 
and Charles Lamb (1798), and if the sonnets would 
not attract much attention in these da}^, several of 
the miscellaneous pieces, notably The Old Familiar 
Faces and Farewell to Tobacco, not only contain lines 
that have become familiar quotations, but have a 
grace and tenderness which are of no common order. 

The poignancy of his letters to Coleridge after the 
domestic tragedy above described, wherein he im- 
plored the latter to \vrite to him as the “ only comfort 
of his sorrow' and labours,” w'ent straight to the heart 
of Coleridge. Through the latter’s instnunentality, 
says Talfourd, Lamb was now rich in friends, and 
among these w’as no less a man than Wordsworth, 
■“ the great regenerator of English poetrj'.” In 179S 
he composed a prose tale, Rosavwnd Gray, whidi, 
says Talfourd, “ bears the impress of a recent perusal 
of The Man of Feeling and Julia de Roubigne.” It 
is the story of a rustic maiden’s broken life, but is 
only notable for its “scriptural cast of language,” 
and general air of dreamy solemnit}'. Lamb w'as not 
enamoured of story-writing, and it is therefore not 
surprising to find that his next serious effort was a 
tragedy which he entitled John Woodvil (1801). Here 
again the delicate sense of beauty, so marked in the 
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tale, pervades the whole piece. It reveals thus early 
Lamb’s great admiration for the Elizabethan drama- 
tists — though we can hardly agree with Talfourd 
that Lamb was impelled, by the terrible realities of 
his experience, to seek a kindred interest in “ cata- 
strophes more fearful even than his own ... to 
the agonising contests of opposing affections, and the 
victories of soul over calamity and death, which the 
old English drama discloses, and in the contempla- 
tion of which he saw his own suffering nature at 
once mirrored and exalted. ...” Undeterred by the 
banter of the Edinburgh Review, whose critic dubs 
the author ‘'a man of the age of Thespis,” Lamb 
in 1806 wrote a farce, Mr. H., the plot of which 
turns on the hero’s efforts to hide his name " Hogs- 
flesh.” It was performed at Drury Lane Theatre 
for one night only and was most decisively damned. 
Lamb, who was present in the front row, hissing and 
hooting as loudly as any of his neighbours! (A re- 
miniscence of this scene came back to Lamb’s mind 
in 1811 when he contributed to the Reflector his 
“ Custom of Hissing at Theatres.”) In tte years 
between these two plays. Lamb seems to have had 
no opportunity for much literary work beyond some 
few personal squibs for the Morning Post, to whose 
editor, Daniel Stuart, he had been recommended by 
Coleridge as a writer of light articles. Lamb’s genius 
was not, however, suited to this form of drudgery, 
and his " Newspapers Thirty-five Years Ago ” is an 
amusing skit on his brief experience of “toiling 
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Library, and intended by Lamb (as he says in a letter 
to Thomas Manning, a Queen’s Sergeant) to be an 
introduction to the reachng.of Telemachus. It was 
founded, not on the original Greek, but on Chapman’s 
Homer, and sometimes it will be found that whole 
lines of Chapman are interpolated. 

Lamb's career as an essayist may almost be said 
to have begun with the establishing .of Leigh Hunt's 
quarterly magazine the Refledor (in 1810), which 
opened a new sphere for his powers as a humorist 
and critic. In this periodical appeared his essays 
on Hogarth and on the Tragedies of Shakespeare, 
the poem Fareivell io Tobacco, and the essay " On 
Garrick and Acting.” This last-mentioned contribu- 
tion affords e^’idence of Lamb’s powers as a dramatic 
expert, powers which attain such matmrity in the 
later essays, " Stage Illusion,” ” Ellistoniana,” " Some 
of the Old Actors,” ” The Acting of Mimden,” 
and " Bickerstafr’s Hypocrite,” as to suggest to the 
modem mind the inference that Lamb was a long 
wa}'^ in advance of his generation, not only in stage- 
craft but in the very meaning of comedy. Indeed 
some of his penetrating utterances in " Artificial 
Comedy of the Last Centm^!- ” go very near lajnng 
down principles of comedy-farce not markedly dis- 
similar to those put into practice sixty 5'ears later 
vith such success, by Sir Arthur Pinero in the Magis- 
trate and other pieces at the Court Theatre. 

That Lamb had by now established a high reputa- 
tion is shown by the fact that the contributions to 
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tjie Reflector were republished in 1818 in a collective 
edition of his Works — a title which always amused 
the modest genius. He had now entered the hallowed 
circle of a number of literary celebrities of greater 
or less note, including, among others, Wordsworth — 
whose Excursion he reviewed (with mixed results) 
in the Quarterly Review — ^William Godwin, Hazlitt, 
Jem White, Barron Field, Southey, Procter (Barry 
Cornwall), Talfourd and George Dyer (whose eccen- 
tricities are so delightfull5' lampooned in “ Oxford 
in the Vacation ” and “ Amicus Redivivus.”) It 
■was in 1804 that Lamb first met Hazlitt, who, 
then practising as a painter, executed a portrait of 
Lamb. Acquaintance in the succeeding years ripened 
into close friendship, and like Coleridge, Hazlitt was 
one of the most frequent guests at lamb’s famous 
Thursday evening suppers in Inner Temple Lane, 
and the former’s “ On the Conversation of Authors ” 
contains a lively sketch of these suppers. Lamb 
would probably have spent the rest of his days 
at the Temple but for the inconvenience of such 
quarters to his sister Mary; hence he moved to lodg- 
ings in Russell Street in 1817. (Barry Cornwall places 
these lodgings in " the comer house adjoining Bow 
Street.” Research in tgzo seems to have established 
the fact that lAmb and his sister lodged in the house 
next to the comer house.) His association ■with 
Hazlitt introduced Lamb in 1820 to the London Maga- 
zine, which, in the words of Talfomd, “ supplied the 
finest stimulus his intellect ever received, and induced 



CHARLES LAMB 


233 

the composition of the essa}^ fondly and familiarly 
known under the fantastic title of Elia.” " Elia,” 
it may be here observed, was the name of a deceased 
fellow-clerk in the offices of the East India Company, 
whose official position there was indeed as modest 
as that of Lamb; and all we know of the real Elia 
is that he was a foreigner and probably an Italian 
(the name being presumably the Italian for Elijah). 
It is interesting to recall here that in the Examiner, 
to which Lamb occasionally contributed theatrical 
notices and one or two political squibs. Lamb’s sig- 
nature took the curious form of four asterisks (* * * *). 

After a run of only five years, the London Magazine 
came to the end of its career, the brevity of which 
can hardly have surprised Hunt Avith his experience 
of the Indicator—^, periodical which Lamb praises 
in a short poem beginning: 

Your easy Essays indicate a flow. 

Dear friend, of brain which we may elsewhere seek; 
And to their pages I and hundreds owe. 

That Wednesday is the sweetest of the week. 

Yet the hundreds (including Lamb) who admired 
the Indicator pale their fires before the millions in- 
debted to its eulogiser, who, shortly after the time of 
the collapse of Hunt’s later venture, was retired from 
the East India Company’s service on a pension of 
£450 a year (subject to a deduction of £9 for his 
sister Mary in case she survived him — ^which in 
fact she did by several years). This liberation from 
drudgery appears to have been the result of a 
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medical certificate of non-capacity for hard desk- 
work, and the novel sensations of ddight which Lamb 
experienced in this golden month of his life/ April, 
1825, are rapturously described in his “ Superan- 
nuated Man.” Lamb’s detestation of routine work 
is shown by a quotation in the original publication 
of this essay of some lines from Cowley, ending: 

Business! the thing which I, of all things, hate: 

Business ! the contradiction of my fate. 

As a fact his emancipation seems to have served him 
but ill; for “ he had now,” observes Talfourd, “ lost 
a grievance on which he could lavish all the fantas- 
tical exaggeration of a sufferer tvithout w'ounding 
the feelings of any individual, and perhaps the 
loss was scarcely compensated by the listless lei^e 
which it brought him.” “ I wanted some steward, 
or judicious bailiff, to manage my estates in Time 
for me,” he says in the " Superannuated Man.” He 
did indeed, but he w'as hardly conscious of the grim 
truth of his closing words: “ I have done all that I 
came into this world to do.” His future literary out- 
put comprised but little beyond small fugitive con- 
tributions to such serials as the New Mmxlhly, e.g., 
" On the Death of Coleridge," and " Charles Lamb’s 
Autobiography.” Moreover his peace of mind was 
disturbed about now by the increasing frequency of 
his sister's malady, and it is probable that his over- 
indulgence in smoking and strong liquor — though 
greatly exaggerated by many biographers — ^was due 
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in some measure to this trouble. The declining and 
lonelier years of his life in Enfield and Edmonton, 
whither he retired successively — ^for his rustication, 
and close supervision of his sister, - had deprived 
him of the society of his Kterary friends — iiVere 
however brightened by the companionship of Emma 
Isola, an orphan whom the Lambs had met while 
on a visit to Cambridge and thereafter adopted. 
(Emma Isola in 1833 married a Mr. Moxon, the 
publisher of the collected Last Essays of Elia.) In 
1834, or only nine years after his retirement. Lamb 
died from the effects of a fall which occurred while 
he was taking a walk some five days previously. To 
an extent which it is not easy to gauge, his end was 
hastened by grief at the death of Coleridge — an event 
over which he was constantly brooding. 

As to his physical appearance we may safely rely 
on the description given in Leigh Hunt’s Autobio- 
graphy : ” Charles Lamb had a head worthy of 
Aristotle, with as fine a heart as ever beat in human 
bosom, and limbs very fragile to susteiin it. There 
was a caricature of him sold in the shops which 
pretended to be a likeness. Procter went into the 
shop in a passion, and asked the man what he meant 
by putting forth such a libel. The man apologised. 

. . . There never was a fine portrait of Lamb. His 
features were strongly yet d^cately cut; he had a 
fine eye as well aS forehead; and no face carried in 
it greater marks of thought and feeling. It resembled 
that of Bacon, Nvith less -worldly vigour and more 
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sensibility.” In point of character he was a man of 
the highest moral rectitude, and Talfourd records 
that neither his domestic griefs nor the tastes they 
nurtured " ever shook his faith in the requisitions of 
duty, or induced him to dally with that moral para- 
dise to which near acquaintance with the great errors 
of mighty natures is sometimes a temptation; and 
never either in writing or speech did he purposely 
confound good with evil.” His conversational powers 
were remarkable. In his amusing autobiography he 
describes himself as “ more apt to discharge his occa- 
sional conversation in a quaint aphorism, or a poor 
quibble, than in set and edifying speeches." It is 
true there was an eccentric Wdness in his mirth— 
as indeed his confreres at the India House knew— 
and his conversation varied from the intense to the 
grotesque. But, as Hazlitt records, when Lamb was 
in a serious vein " no one ever stammered out such 
fine, piquant, deep, eloquent things in half-a-dozen 
half sentences; his jests scald like tears, and he 
probes a question wth a play on words.” These 
alternations of wild mirth and gravity are of course 
explained by the circumstances of Lamb’s life-story, 
as indeed is the fact of his single frailty — ^his 
fondness for liquor. But in this last regard an alto- 
gether ridiculously literal acceptance of the “ facts ’’ 
in his “ Confessions of a Drunkard,” has led certain 
Nvriters into exaggerations of this failing, as great 
as the exaggerations in the sketch, though it would 
be difficult to extend our sympathy to quite the 
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length of Talfourd’s kindly mitigation that '‘drink- 
ing TOth him [sc. Lamb] except so far as cooled a 
fairish thirst, was not a sensual, but an intellectual 
pleasure; it lighted up his fading fancy, enriched 
his humour," etc. There is, however, little room for 
either blame or censure in the case of a man so 
lovable, and who, labouring under conditions always 
full of anxiety, could yet with gentle irony tell the 
world that Elia was “ a small eater, but not drinker; 
confesses a partiality for the production of the juni- 
per-berrJ^” It is therefore not surprising that his 
friends were many and staunch ; that the great Cole- 
ridge could say of his " gentle-hearted Charles 

Thou hast lived 

And hungered after Nature many a year 
In the great city pent, %vinning thy way 
With sad yet patient soul, through evil and pain. 

And strange calamity. 

Or that Landor — and we can pardon his habitual 
exuberance for once — wrote of him: 

Cordial old man! What youth was in thy years, 

^^^lat wi^-dom in thy levity, what truth 
In every utterance of that purest soul ! 

Few are the spirits of the glorified 

I’d spring to earlier at the gate of Heaven. 

Or, finally, that Wordsworth in his famous memorial 
verses sang of 

A soul of resignation sanctified. 
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CHARLES LAMB AS A WRITER 

The literary output of Lamb, if not extensive, was, 
as we have seen, very varied. It comprised poet^, 
and good poetry, drama, progressive if commerci^y 
unsuccessful, notes on dramatists of rare cntica 
insight, and essays. It is, however, as an essayist 
that he is numbered among the English classics, an 
in this respect he seems to invite contrast wi 
Addison. The essays of the Spectator and. those o 
Elia have something in common. Both writers took 
the whole range of life for their survey, and with 
the goal of truth ever before their mind's eye, have 
left as a legacy to English readers a mine of shrewd 
observations on topics of universal interest. Of both 
it can be said that “ the style is the man " ; yet not 
in the sense of the euphuist hterature where senti- 
ments were huried in verbiage. For with Addison and 
Lamb their control over the English language is so 
sure that its correspondence with the subject-matter 
is perfect. There is indeed that interaction of subject- 
matter and st3'le which in great writers goes beyond 
mere efiectiveness and produces the reality of a har- 
monious whole. Addison is airy, unexpected; Lamb 
quite as impromptu, but more penetrating, more 
epigrammatic, and much less didactic. Both drew 
on rich stories of observation; but whereas Addison 
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exhibits the curious mind of the much-travelled man 
on whose keen observation nothing has been lost. 
Lamb's is the obser\’’ation of a more retrospective or 
ruminative mind. Again, the universal appeal of each 
writer springs from a common love of their fellow man, 
from- an innate love of virtue for its own sake, and a 
contempt for shams. 

These natural' qualities, allied to a sure and keen 
sense of humour, which gives a lightness of touch 
and a real human interest to their deepest moralis- 
ings, have combined to make their work peculiarly 
adapted to the very genius of the English character. 
And yet, by a seeming paradox, each ^vriter is at his 
best when in a serious vein, a fact which is due’ to a 
fine sense of the fitness of things, a due sense of moral 
proportion. In one respect they differ rather widely. 
Addison was of a far more religious turn of mind: 
Lamb, if no pagan, w'as at all events less inclined 
to " rest his faith on a regular series of historical 
discussions.” Addison loved to meditate on that 
■unknowTi future which will consummate human 
nature and harmonise the moral order of the world. 
Lamb avoided these things as a man haunted, by a 
besetting fear. He is no ruminator on the triumph 
of the " all-conquering worm.” The ab}'ss of the 
unknovTi w^as as distasteful to him as one might 
imagine in the case of a man, who from a bo}'- had 
ever been of a gentle lovable and timid nature. 
Doubtless, ha%dng seen enough of. tragedy in -his 
family life, he preferred to find his spiritual happiness 
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in subjects of warm and Uving human jnd 

to glance over topics of deep moral si^ifi 
an assumption of lightheartedness which ^ “nee to 
mainspring of his verve and to secret of 

Lamb’s style is a style of its oivn and not hghtly 
to be copied by aspiring essayists. In a measure 1 
was the product of his reading, but to a still ^eato, 
extent it was, whether intentionally or no , 
expression of a reaction from the 
of the Rambler and other penodical hterature 
of the preceding generation. Belles-letoes o n 
Johnson’s period were remarkable for Jo^g-dra^ 
periods of some redundancy, drama full of turgia 
speeches to satisfy the school of sentimentahsm, and 
poetry overloaded ivith metaphysic. Lamb not only, 
as Henry Nelson Coleridge in 1821 said in the Jb 
WTote the “ best the purest and most genmne Enghsn 
of any man [then] hving,” but employed a style, 
which, apart from its characteristic conceits, w^ 
both elegant and terse. His sentences are for to 
most part short, and if one may so phrase it, each is 
complete in itself and^each contains its stab or barbed 
shaft. The long epistolary style of his predecessors, 
■the cumbrous and dictatorial methods of the quondam 
-members of the Literary Club who smothered their 
ideas in language, not only were entirely unsuited 
-to Lamb’s artistic sensibilities, but could never have 
been an appropriate vehicle for his sparkling and 
“ nervous ” wit. Yet, as has been often remarked, 
the first impression in rea<hng his essays is of an arti- 
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ficial style, and it has just as frequently been pointed 
out that the artificiality is only apparent. The quaint 
conceits, such as the use of latinised words (a trick 
Lamb acquired from the Religio Medici) , e.g. “ de- 
clined his affections upon tlie daughter of a baker ” 
(“ Decay of Beggars ”) and “ I do agnize something 
of the sort (" Oxford in the Vacation and the 
habit of interspersing misquotations, are, it is true, 
characteristic of Lamb, but they are not the essentials 
of his style, nor indeed do they militate against its 
genuine purity. His latinised words leave an agree- 
able aftermath of the antique on the mind, and 
the “ misquotations ” are probably merely ingenious 
adaptations to suit his immediate purpose. If it is 
on these conceits that the charge of artificiality is 
founded, it must fall to the ground. It is, however, 
true that he gains his effects by handling common- 
place subjects or light current topics in the style of 
a seventeenth-century nniter, and in this he was as 
effective as Swft, who gained his effects b}’^ soberly 
recounting events of the most fantastic order in 
the dispassionate language of a plodding historian. 
Added to this, Lamb is “ deliberately egotistical and 
consciously allusive." But in all these peciffiarities 
he never oversteps the mark. For above all he is 
spontaneous, and this indeed is the very keynote of 
his triumph as an English wit of the first order. 

In the essay entitled “ The Old and the New 
Schoolmaster,” Lamb, in a characteristic half-truth, 
says: “ My reading has been lamentably desultory 
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and immethodical. Odd, out of the way, old English 
pla^-s, and treatises, have supplied me with most of 
my notions and Wat's of feeling.” As a fact it was 
the miscellaneous and thorough character of his read- 
ing from earty boyhood that brought his critical 
faculties to such a pitch, of maturift'. His biographers, 
foun^g their conclusions partly on the internal 
evidence supplied bt' his essat's, seem generally agreed 
that his favourite writers were, among essajists and 
treatise writers, Thomas Fuller the divine and anti- 
quary, Robert Burton, Sir Thomas Browne the meta- 
phjsical writer, Addison and Steele; among poets 
and dramatists, practically all the Elizabethan drama- 
tists, and next to Shakespeare, chieSy Beaumont and 
Fletcher, Massinger, Webster and Marlowe; and 
among poets and romandsts. Sir Philip Sidney, 
Donne, CowIe\' and Gay. From Fuller (espedally 
from his A Pssgah Sigki of Palcsfim, 1650) Lamb 
probably acquired something of his power of casting 
his observations isto a compact aphoristic form ; and 
it may be certmnly supposed that the obHous sin- 
cerity and right feeling of Fuller (of whom Lamb 
says, ” His conceits are oftentimes deeply steeped, 
in human, feeling and passion ”), as for examule in 
the essay on “Drinlting” in the Taller (No.* 205), 
^ongly appealed to Lamb’s own probity' of character. 
Sir Thomas Browne’s originality* and ingenuity in- 
v^ed even the most trivial subjects of inquiry* 
with inter^t, while in dealing with more exalted, 
themes, his style, if often pedantic, could attain a 
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high degree of stately eloquence. But though, like 
Browe, Lamb was of a reflective or ruminative turn, 
he never troubles himself with external nature or the 
phenomena of sky, earth and sea ; and unlike Browne, 
he does not in the enthusiasm of airy abstractions 
“ overlook the impertinent individualities of such 
poor concretions as mankind.” To attempt to say in 
what precise proportions any man's mind has been in- 
fluenced b}’’ various older writers is perhaps to court 
failure; but there is no doubt that Lamb had literally 
saturated his mind with the imaginative scenes con- 
jured up by such trenchant Elizabethan VTiters as 
Webster and Ford. So well indeed did he learn the 
language of the Elizabethan dramatists that he has 
been not inaptly styled the “Last of the Elizabethans." 
and from these dr^atists he unquestionably learned 
much of the playwright’s art — ^the brilliance of the 
comedy of manners of Congreve’s day he could 
estimate at its proper value as contrasted rvith the 
mawkish sentimental comedy of the succeeding age. If 
his own tragedy John Waodvil was unsuccessful in pre- 
sentation, at least it contains a rh}Tned passage in the 
“ Forest Scene ” of such high merit that Godwin, in 
all seriousness, went to Lamb to assist him in finding 
the author of the “ quotation." On the other hand. 
Lamb’s admiration for the dramatists of Elizabeth’s 
age had at this time, says Talfourd, “ some of the 
indiscretion of an early love,” but, " there was,” he 
justty adds, “ nothing affected in the antique cast of 
his language or the frequent roughness of his verse. 
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sipidiUes in the sphere of Comtdy of 

'SlS‘cLur^‘.’' In te 

Lamb deplores the dechne in comedy ^ 

tTJongreve and Farqnhar; "h 
on the passing o! the 

the gay scenes o£ idle gallantry that nralitv 

ever belote the fierce light of a sterner mor^ty 
he advances the paradoxical view that conve 
moral standards should be forgotten in the atm 
sphere of comedy, that the stage is a hag)y 
breathing-place from the burthen of 
moral questioning-the sanctuary ^d q^^^t Alsati 
of hunted casuistry”; and he glances ivith 
reproachful eye at those serious folk of his day _wh , 
taking every stage intrigue for truth, substituta g 
real for every dramatic person, “ screw ev^dhi^ 
up to the moral test.” Macaulay, in a weU-knoiTO 
passage in the essay ‘‘Comic Dramatists of to 
Restoration,” takes Lamb severely to task for tm 
“ sophistical ” train of argument; and iwth aU tn 
inexorable mechanism of forensic reasoning goes on 
to say that while it is possible for a ivriter to CTeate a 
conventional world in which the things forbidden y 
the Decalogue and toe Statute Book shall be laivful, 
this is really only permissible in such conventional 



AS A WRITER 


245 

worlds as those invented by F4neIon and Southey, 
because they are “utterly unlike the real world in 
which we hve.” But with characteristic censorious- 
ness he cannot allow the legitimacy df representing 
such scenes as are to be found in Wj^cherley and 
Congreve, for in the dramas of these writers “ the 
garb, manners and topics of conversation are those 
of the real to^vn and of the passing day. The hero is 
in all superficial accomplishments exactly the fine 
gentleman whom every youth in the pit would gladly 
resemble. The heroine is the fine lady whom every 
youth in the pit would gladly marry,” and he re- 
probates these Restoration dramatists because their 
“ immorality is of a sort w’hich can never be out of 
date, and which alt the force of religion, law and 
public opinion united can but imperfectly restrain.” 
The passage is worth quoting at this length because it 
shows more graphically than an}dhing else how wide 
a gulf separates the mentalit}* of Lamb from that of 
Macaula}'. Macaulay entirely misconceives the spirit 
of Lamb’s essay. Lacking a sense of humour him- 
self, he misses it in another: and witli all tlie panoply 
of legal argumentation rolls ponderously over the 
delicate irony of Lamb’s subtle wit. \\fiiat would 
lilacaulay have said to-da}' of the new farce-comedy 
of Sir Arthur Pinero and Oscar Wilde? Yet in the 
plays of these modem masters of comedj’ Lamb would 
have found just that “ Utopia of gallantrj’, where 
pleasure is duty, and themanners perfect freedom,” on 
the disappearance of which he drops a waggish tear. 
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It is indeed fortunate for succeeding generations 
that the editor of the London Magazine, in which the 
bulk of tlie Essays of Elia appeared, gave Lamb an 
absolutely free hand. Lamb, as the titles of his essa}^ 
show, diose, or apparently chose, his subjects at 
random. Jlr. H. G. Wells, in introducing ids short 
stories in collected form, says, “ I found that, taking 
almost anytliing as a starting-point and letting my 
tliought play about it, there would presently come 
out of the. darkness, in a manner quite inexplicable, 
some absurd or vivid little incident more or less 
relevant to that initial nucleus.” On a principle very 
similar Lamb would seem to have worked, but what- 
ever raw material he chose from his stores of reading, 
it emerged from his touch a thing of rare and eternal 
beauty. From tlie Elizabethans, as we have seen, he 
derived his dramatic insight and love of the antique; 
his poetic sensibility he acqidred from Wither, Gold- 
smiUi, Cowley and Coleridge; his habit of punning, 
his fanciful wit and prettiness, and frequent allusive- 
ness, were a legacy of his reading of Lyly and the 
other euphuists, whose elaborate indirectness and 
ped,mtr}’, hov/ever, Jie rigidly eschewed; from Donne 
and Browne he borrowed something of that love of 
mj’stidsm, which crops up ever and anon in sucli 
serious essays as “ Witches and other Night Fears ” 
and “ New Year’s Eve and traits of each and all 
of tliese vriters peep out of his style at odd moments 
the antique mode, the imported word, tlie Uterarj' 
conceit, all worked up and transmuted in the alembic 
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of his own originality into something at once elegant 
and informative. 

But although ingenuity, founding on the kno%vn 
facts of Lamb’s life, may suggest various influences 
on his work, the conclusion seems irresistible, not 
only from the catholicity of his selection, but from 
the cast of his thought, that whatever past authors he 
had elected to read, Lamb's own productions would 
still have borne much their existing character. His 
subtlety of humour, wide-minded charity towards all 
men, gentle irony that never lapses into burlesque, 
and above all the strain of pensive resignation which 
runs like a- silver thread through so many, of his 
essays and poems, are not the outcome of any special 
course of reading — ^they are the man himself. Indeed, 
no truer or more fitting epitaph was ever penned 
of him than that of his contemporary Forster, who, 
writing a few days after Lamb’s death, says; “ But 
it was not as a Critic, it was not as an Essayist, it 
was not as a Poet, fervently as we entertained for 
him in. these characters the admiration we have 
poorly endeavoured to express — it is not in any of 
these that we felt towards him the strongest feeling 
of devotion — \v& loved the man.” 

It is Forster,' too, who so truly saj-s of Lamb's 
essays that there is no place “ where conventional 
absurdities receive so little quarter; where stale 
evasions are so plainly exposed; where the barriers 
between names and things are at times so thoroughly 
flung down." The essay “ Grace Before Meat ” is 
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a rare illustration of his power of ruthless exposure 
of a convention that in certain circumstance make 
a man seem little better than a machine. No less 
forceful in this respect is the " Artificial Comedy of 
the Last Century,” with its plain hint that the senti- 
mentalists evade the true spirit of comedy for fear 
of holding the mirror up to nature. And what rare 
illustrations of polite fictions are to be found in his 
" Popular Fallacies ” ! There is no carping or bitter- 
ness in his indictment of society for the homes that 
are no hom^. Yet in the fallacy “ That Home is 
Home though it is never so homely ” what could 
be more effective than his reproach, "The children 
of the poor do not prattle. It is none of the least 
frightful features in that condition, that there is no 
childishness in its dwellings ”? Lamb’s agewras not an 
age of paradox. In his love of paradox Lamb was well 
ahead of his age. Perhaps no better instance of his 
sureness of touch in the use of paradox is to be found 
in his essays than in “ A Complaint of the Decay of 
Beggars in the Metropolis.” For Lamb used paradox, 
not for its own sake, but in order to emphasise a 
truth, and implicit in many of his utterances are 
rare flashes of philosophical insight. " To be naked 
is to be so much nearer to the being a man, than to 
go in li%*eiy^ ” {" Decay of Beggars ”); " The more 
laughable blunders a man shall commit in your com- 
pany, the more tests he giveth you, that he will not 
betray or overreach }-ou ” (" All Fools’ Da}' ") ; 
" MTiy must everything smack of man and mannish.’ 
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Is the world all grown up? Is childhood dead?" 
(" Old Benchers of Inner Temple ") ; " No one 

troubleth him [sc. the beggar] with questioning his 
religion or politics. He is the only free man in the 
universe” (” Decaj' of Beggars”); "We have no 
such middle emotions as dramatic interests left " 
(“ Artificial Comedy ”) ; " We must be Lovers . . . 
before we can duly appreciate the glorious vanities, 
and graceful hyperboles of the passion ” (" Sonnets 
of Sir Philip Sidney ”) ; “ Coolness is as often the 
result of an unprincipled indifference to truth or 
falsehood, as of a sober confidence in a man’s own 
side in a dispute" ("Popular Fallacies, VII.”). 
Philosophical utterances of this depth almost natur- 
ally prompt an enquiry into Lamb's religious beliefs. 
The element of veneration in his musings, the total 
absence of envj^ in the man, and his wide-minded 
charity, all go to suggest orthodox beliefs; but the 
semi-satirical, semi-didactic tone of so many of his 
essays^ added to that " kindly tolerance of the cul- 
tured reader ” (as Ainger has it) condescending ever 
so little to the less gifted apprehension, point to a 
rather more critical or dissentient creed. 

Indeed, his love of the green earth, his besetting 
"disinclination to dying” ("New Year’s Eve”) and 
apparent worldliness (" Witches and other Night 
Fears ”) give almost a hint of scepticism. But Lamb 
was neither an unbeliever nor a sceptic, though his 
domestic afflictions led him to seek in modes of 
affected hilarity such immediate solaces as gradually 
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induced " an habitual reluctance to look boldly into 
futurity.” Coleridge describes Lamb as “ one hover- 
ing between earth and heaven, neither hoping much, 
nor fearing anything ” (Allsop Letters). We may 
possibly agree with Fitzgerald’s refusal, to take Tal- 
f ourd’s refinings as an apology for such religious vie\TO 
as Lamb held. Talfourd’s theory is that indicated 
above; he thought that the madness that brooded 
over Lamb's httle manage, the irksome laboiu- of 
his days, and so forth, impelled him to “ enjoy with 
tremulous zest the security of the moment.” But 
then Lamb’s whole life-history shows him to have 
been the reverse of a moral coward; and, as to 
creed, we have not to go far before learning that Lamb, 
like his Delphic oracle Coleridge, was for a time of 
the Unitarian persuasion. Both believed in the then 
unpopular opinions of Joseph Priestley, in that 
theologian’s doctrine of necessity, and in the inference 
which Priestley drew from it as to moral responsi- 
bility and the ultimate destiny of mankind. In a letter 
to Coleridge, Lamb sa3rs frankly, “ I rejoice in being, 
speculatively, a Necessarian. Would to God I were 
habitually a practical one! Confirm me in the faith 
of ‘that great and glorious doctrine, and keep me 
steady in the contemplation of it"; and he goes on 
to say: “ You some time since expressed an intention 
you had of finishing some extensive work on. the 
Eridences of Natural and Revealed Religion. Have 
you let that intention go? or are you doing any- 
thing towards it ? Make to yourself other ten talents.” 
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Hazlitt, another friend in whose company he sought 
intellectual communion to distract him from material 
worries, was also educated in the Unitarian faith. 
Yet not one of these men continued to profess it for 
any length of time; and if Lamb, in 1797, enthuses 
over Priestlej'^’s doctrine, he w’as but twenty-two 
years of age — an age when an intellectual man riots 
in speculative originalities. In hi^ maturer years, 
indeed, he rarely alludes to religious topics at'-aU, 
and we may well ask whether an5dhmg in his work 
gives a more sincere ring than these pious lines of 
the Grandame-. 

That reverend form bent down with age and pain. 

And rankling malady. Yet not for this 
Ceased she to praise her maker, or withdraw 
Her trust in hrm, her faith, her humble hope. 

Words like these are the very breath of that pure 
devotion which the immortal gods “ sometimes prefer 
before whole hecatombs, or Sabaean gems offer’d in 
ostentation they reveal the true Lamb, as the 
true Coleridge is revealed in this poet's answer to 
Lamb in his great distress: *' Surely it is a matter 
of joy that yom faith in Jesus has been preserved; 
the Comforter that should relieve you is not far from 
you. ... You are a temporary sharer in human 
miseries, that you may be an eternal partaker of the 
Divine nature.” 

Of Lamb’s poetry, his *' first love,” there is not 
much to be said. His verse is slight in texture, and 
hardl}' ever distinguished or exalted in sentiment. 
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Yet no anthology would be complete without 
Hester: and there are lines of tender beauty to 
be found scattered up and down in the raajorit}' 
of his pieces. There is, moreover, a spontaneity 
about his verse which at least raises it above the 
merely commonplace, and except for such vagaries 
as the squib on Mackintosh with its essentially 
biased reference to Judas, it is instinct with the 
same air of cheerful resignation and human feeling 
that animate his essays. In this connexion it is per- 
tinent to recall the old charge that Lamb lacked 
imagination. It may well be that if Lamb really 
thought Cow^jer 

The destined man 

Born to reanimate the lyre, whose chords 

Have slumber'd, and have idle Iain so long. 

he may have lacked that element of “ fine frenzy ” 
tliat can “ body forth ” the “ forms of things un- 
known.” Cowper’s Task is full of aphorisms, and 
of single lines or couplets compact of wisdom like 
the poetry of Goldsmith, and the fact that he was 
the forerunner of the poets who love Nature for her 
own sake might seem to indicate that he was some 
distance along the road which Wordsworth trod to 
the bourne of his fame. But the wise saws in which 
Cowper's poetry abounds bespeak the philosopher 
more than the poet; while in the expression of his 
love of Nature we shall seek in vain for any brilliant 
descriptions of natural phenomena, much less any 
lofty interpretation of the mystic relations between 
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Man and Nature; nay, rather shall we find pervading 
his " still life ” poems an air of genial hospitableness, 
to be expected in a kindly and cultured man con- 
templating pastoral beauties. And it is in just these 
respects that his cast of thought is not so dissimilar 
to that of Lamb ; for, as we have seen above, though 
Lamb’s Gamaliel in tlie art of poetry was Coleridge 
— essentially a mystic with his head in the clouds — 
his own poetry had absolutely nothing in common 
witlr that of the man who could conjure up such 
images as a “ silent sea of pines ” or represent 
Atheism as an “ owlet sailing on obscene wings 
athwart the moon ” [Fears in - Solitude). Indeed 
though he reverenced the genius of Coleridge, he 
never attempts to follow in his poetic track, and 
when in one of his letters he is telling Coleridge of 
his intention to give up verse-making for prose and 
criticism, he does so without elaborate regrets, and 
justifies his own sonnets and other poetic lucubra- 
tions on no higher ground than that of awakening 
in his friend “ the memory of summer days . . . when 
life was fresh 'and topics exhaustless,” concluding with 
a grateful acknowiedgment of Coleridge’s influence 
in kindling in him the love not only of poetry, but 
of beauty and kindliness — for which last-mentioned 
quality his Granda7ne and Old Familiar Faces deseiv'e 
to live. 

But on topics within his own chosen sphere Lamb's 
imagination, whether in the matter of conveying a 
truth or in illustrating his meaning by a word-picture. 
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is sufficiently striking. He seems to visualise a 
subject in all its aspects at once, exhausts even -its 
latent possibilities, and so irradiates it with graphic 
touches that it emerges the finished gem of many 
facets. The “Acting of Munden ” is an illustration of 
this resourcefulness in treatment ; and the “ Praise 
of Chimney-Sweepers ” and “ Poor Relations ” ex- 
hibit, if in markedly different ways, the same power 
of presenting a thing in a rapid succession of an'esting 
and ever novel impressions. Canon Ainger de.«cribes 
the “Praise of Chimney-Sweepers ” as a blaze of \vit 
throughout ; but the essay is no less remarkable for 
its astonishing verbal felicity — a felicity which is the 
complement of Lamb’s keen perception, and seals 
the triumph of the essa 5 dst’s art. Instances might 
be multiplied at pleasure of his adroitness in securing 
effects by antithesis of irony or aptness of phrasing: 
“ 1 "heard a tremendous voice thundering and growi- 
ing, as before an earthquake, and casting down my 
eyes, it was the mandrake reviling a steed th^t had 
started at his portentous appearance ’’ (“ Decay of 
Beggars ”) ; “ just in time to see the sable pheno- 
menon emerge in safety, the brandished weapon of 
his art victorious like some flag waved over a con- 
quered citadel ” (“ Praise of Chimney Sweepers ”) ; 
“ A great sulky pike hanging midway dowm the 
water in silent state ’’ (“ Dream-Children ’’) ; " When 
you think he has exhausted his battery of lo(>ks, in 
unaccountable warfare with, your gravity, suddenly 
he sprouts out an entirely new set of features. 
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like Hydra ” (“ Acting of Munden ”) ; “ accursed 
Verulam Buildings . . . encroached upon all the 
east side of them [sc. Graj^’s Inn gardens] cutting 
out delicate green crankles, and shouldering away 
one of two of the stately alcoves of the terrace” 
{“ Some of the Old Actors ”) ; “ they [sc. “ the 
mendicants ”] were the standing morals, emblems, 
mementos, dial-mottos, the spital sermons, the books 
for children, the salutary checks and pauses to 
the high and rushing tide of greasy citizenry ” 
(“Decay of Beggars ”). In spite of all that has been 
and ma^' be said of the “ antique flair ” in Lamb’s 
writing, word-pictures such as these reach the high- 
water mark of literary dexterity, and ivould stamp 
any modem descriptive joum^st of to-day as a 
man far above his fellows. . 
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